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*' I saw her upon nearer view 
A spirit yet a woman too I 
Her household motions light and free 
And steps of virgin liberty ; 
A ooontenance in which did meet 
Sweet records, promises as sweet ; 
A creature not too bright or good 
For human nature's daily food; 
For transient sorrows, simple wiles. 
Praise, blame, love, kisses, tears, and smiles.'* 
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PREFACE. 



The grounds on which this volume invites public attention 
may be stated in few words. Miss Hessel's history illus- 
trates how a young woman, with only ordinary advantages, 
may effect great self-improvement, and diffuse a joyous 
and quickening influence in the social circle. By aiming 
earnestly at the cultivation of all her powers, and the prac- 
tical recognition of all her relationships, she exhibited a 
ccmibination of excellencies too generally dissociated. To 
the common-place but important qualification for domestic 
duties, she added literary culture, and a character adorned 
with Christian virtues. " My model," said she, " is perfect 
in everjrthing that comes within the sphere of a virtuous, 
intelligent, domestic woman ; — so perfect, that it is no easy 
matter to determine in what she most excels." To induce 
young women to adopt such a model, and to assist in its 
exemplification, is the object of the Biographer. May the 
Divine Spirit employ this record to kindle in the hearts of 
many readers aspirations after higher virtues, and greater 
usefcdness, than she attained. 

He cannot expect the concurrence of his readers in all 
the opinions expressed, or in approval of all the book- 
companionships indulged. He has not imitated those 
artists of the last century, who transferred to canvas their 
personification of a virtue, and then represented it as the 
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portrait of some distinguished person. To fiimish a true^ 
and not simply a pleasing picture, has been his aim. 

Many thanks are due to the friends who placed their 
treasured letters at his disposal The kindness which, in 
some instances, prompted the spontaneous transmission of 
such as related to matters purely private, in order that he 
might have a fuller knowledge of the character of his sub- 
ject, will not readily be forgotten. 

DoNOABTXB, Maboh 25th, 1859. 



PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION. 



The favourable reception given to this work, both by the 
press and the public, demands grateful acknowledgment. 
An edition of 1500 copies has been disposed of in little 
more than six months, — a rare occurrence in the history of 
biographical literature relating to private characters. The 
present edition has been carefully revised, and in the judg- 
ment of the writer, greatly improved. A considerable 
amount of new matter has been introduced, more than the 
number of pages indicates, because of the omission of 
numerous sentences of a merely personal character. To 
the Divine blessing the work is again commended, in the 
hope that its perusal will stimulate many to aspire after 
" true womanhood." 

DONOASTXB, OOTOBKB 21ST, 1859. 
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CHAPTEK L 



The object of the work — Miss Hessers mental and moral features^- 
Local and domestic influences — Melton-Mowbray — At a Boarding' 
school in Leeds — Keminiscences of her schooldays by a fellow- 
pupil — Death of her eldest sister — Noble purposes. 

The writer first became acquainted with the subject of this 
memoir in November 1838. The occasion was one of 
mournful interest. Death had invaded her father's house, 
and smitten the first-bom — ^her beloved and highly-gifted 
brother John. She was then but nine years old, having 
been bom on April 10th 1829. Circumstances prevented 
the renewal of acquaintance till the summer of 1855. The 
girl had now bec(»ne a tall, well-proportioned woman. Her 
features identified her as the sister of his lamented friend, 
and it required little intercourse to satisfy him that there 
were other than physical resemblances. An elevation of 
sentiment, a refinement of taste, and a copiousness of choice 
language, distinguished her. To these were added a charm- 
ing frankness. Humour had pronounced her gifted, but 
personal acquaintance convinced him ^^the half had not 
been told." 
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The intercourse thus renewed was not likely speedily to 
terminate. In the following spring she resided for nearly 
four weeks under his roof^ and thus opportunity was afforded 
for intimate acquaintance. His first impressions were amply 
confirmed. Amiability^ disinterestedness, generosity, and 
artlessness, were eminently conspicuous, and her aptitude 
for domestic duties indicated the just views she entertained 
of their relation to social comfort. 

The design of this book, however, is not to erect a monu- 
ment to the departed, much less to magnify her virtues, but 
to fiimish such a record of her character, aspirations, and 
attainments, as may animate our daughters to aspire to 
excellencies which will qualify them to adorn and bless the 
world. Miss Hessel's chief excellencies were such as lie 
within the reach of alL She owed much, doubtless, to 
original endowment, but more to self-culture. Few educa- 
ted persons were less indebted to preceptors. In common 
with most young people she was the subject of foolish 
notions, and injudicious habits. Happily, as she approached 
womanhood, she discovered and endeavoured to remedy 
them. Soliciting divine assistance, she resolutely deter- 
mined to attain the nobility of a true woman, and she 
succeeded. It would have required a sagacity more than 
ordinary to discern the woman of five and twenty in the 
girl of fifteen. 

The man of science can analyze the ingredients entering 
into the composition of a plant, but where is the mond 
chemist who shall tell us all that has contributed to the 
formation of any human character ? Facts are not wanting, 
however, to enable us to form a sufficiently accurate estimate 
of the infiuences operating upon Miss Hessel's youth, and 
the peculiarities of her mental and moral nature. 

Her refiective powers were early developed. Often might 
she have been seen wandering in the neighbouring lane 
wrapt in deep thought. What could those bright objects 
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be above, which we called stars) How could the Almighty 
always have existed 1 Why was evil permitted, and why, 
in particular, were so many vexations allowed to cross her 
path? How could the permission of such facts accord 
with infinite benevolence ? These were some of the ques- 
tions which taxed and troubled that young brain. As 
a natural consequence she eagerly thirsted after knowledge. 
Unfortunately she had access to but few suitable books. 
Had she been supplied at this period with a literature 
adapted to her requirements, the growth of her powers 
would no doubt have been materially promoted. A large 
social as well as personal benefit would be conferred, if those 
who have interesting and instructive books lying useless on 
their shelves, would send them on a temporary visit to 
young persons similarly circumstanced' to Eliza Hessel. 

Inquisitiveness was associated with intense susceptibility. 
The sigh of the storm she regarded as celestial music. As 
her slender form staggered under its violence, she would 
exultingly repeat — 

'' O t I love the winds when they spurn control 
For they suit my own bond-hating soul ; 
I like to hear them sweeping past, 
Like the eagle's pinions, free and fast ; 
But a pang will rise with sad alloy, 
To soften my spring and sink my joy, 
When I think how dismal their yoioes must be 
. To a mother who hath a child at sea I " 

It cannot surprise us that her broodings often stirred the 
profoundest depths of her soul. Judge of a girl of sixteen 
pacing the long garden walks in the cold moonlight, sitting 
down on the ground, and clasping her hands, uttering in a 
voice of such passionate earnestness, as even startled her- 
self : " I would gladly die this moment to solve that prob- 
lem." That girl could be no cipher in the world. She 
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could be no mere unit. For good or evil, she was destined 
to exert considerable influence. 

Her love for poetry, for flowers, for everything beautiful 
in nature or in art, amounted to a passion. 

Of course, the books she read left deep traces on her 
mind. With a retentive memory, and a vivid imagination, 
she became almost a reflection of the writers she loved. 
It was easy, at that period, to discover her literary com- 
panionships. 

One illustration of her high spirit is well remembered. 
She was a pupil, and not beyond her eighth year. In the 
master's temporary absence one day, some occurrence had 
transpired which kindled his displeasure. He deemed Eliza's 
younger sister to be chief culprit, and ordered her into the 
" naughty comer." Eliza, knowing her sister's innocence, 
rose from her seat, marched boldly forth, brought away the 
victim, and with defiant majesty exclaimed : '^ My sister 
shall not be put into the comer." Acquiescence, however 
unmagisterial, was deeme*d prudent. 

Her sensitive nature could not £ul, under ordinary cir- 
cumstances, to secure exquisite enjoyment ; neither could it 
fail to induce occasional despondency. She was no exception 
to the doctrine set forth in Bums' well-known lines — 

** Chords that vibrate sweetest pleasure, 
Thrill with deepest notes of woe." 

A glance at that pale countenance was enough to satisfy any 
intelligent observer that the activity of the brain was mor- 
bid. For many nights in succession sleep refused its visit 
for hours after her retirement. Instead of acting as a check 
to the pernicious practice of late study, this \mhappily 
promoted it. Bapid growth contributed to physical debility, 
and caused her to suffer much from tic-doloreux at one period, 
whilst the remedy employed was almost as mischievous as 
the disease, from the nervous irritability which it caused. 
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As a natural consequence many occurrences, domestic and 
providential, wore a chilling and gloomy aspect. Mentioning, 
later in Hfe, some unwelcome experiences of which she was 

then the subject, she says to Mrs. W : " All this may 

seem very strange to you, but it would not, if you could 
read my mental history — ^if you knew what formed and 
educated my childhood — the utter want of companionship 
I experienced — ^the delicate and sickly form, which for many 
years was the tabernacle of a shrinking, sensitive spirit, 
whose aliment was the sublime but mysterious images of 
revelation, the allegories of Bunyan, and such poetry and 
fiction as came in its path. I spoke of want of companion- 
ship, but mine was with the deep woods, or beside a lonely 
pond under a large ash tree, whose music, as the wind swept 
it, I can now recal — shunned by and shunning those of my 
own age, whose kindness was almost as offensive to me as 
their ridicule or contempt. At an age when most children 
are revelling in the sunshine of their own joyous natures, 
I was revolving, in my unnaturally excited and fevered 
mind, such themes as the existence of God, the strange 
enigma of my own being and destiny, and sometimes, I 
could weep to remember it, whispering in the depths of my 
dark heart, ' There is no God.' And when the fearful lie 
was returned to me, I added, ' but he cannot be just and 
good, or he would not see me suffering and oppressed with- 
out avenging me.' " 

It must be confessed that her parents had an onerous 
charge. And yet it was a highly interesting one. One of 
the most interesting spectacles on earth is that of a mind 
in a state like hers — full of deep questionings and lofty 
aspirations — eager after truth, but unwilling to accept it 
without scrutiny. Should not such minds excite our deep 
sympathy ? Should not their inquiries be judiciously ex- 
cited, rather than frowningly repressed ? Should not we, 
who are parents, encourage our children to confide to us the 
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strange, perplexing thoughts, which often haunt them, but 
which they shrink from disclosing ? Who can estimate the 
number of melancholy moral wrecks occasioned by the 
chilling repulses with which sincere, though adventurous, 
inquirers have been met ? I do not wonder that immediately 
after the paragraph just quoted, Miss Hessel should have 
added : *' Since I have grown up, I had always an intense 
sympathy with Byron's childhood." It makes one almost 
tremble to think what might have been the issue, had she 
been similarly treated. It is not without solicitude one asks : 
What will the issue be 1 Shall those mental and moral ma- 
terials be one day formed into a noble structure, or shall they 
become a mis-shapen and repulsive mass ? Hope pronounces 
favourably, and futh endorses the reply. 

The circumstances amid which she was placed, were on 
the whole, highly favourable. Retirement was essential to 
the right formation of her character. Catterton, her birth- 
place, furnished it. It is a small hamlet, lying at the dis- 
tance of three miles north of Tadcaster, consisting of ten or 
twelve houses, four of which were occupied by labourers. 
The society of such a place presented nothing of peril to 
her nature. Additional stimulus to her social powers would 
undoubtedly have been beneficial, physically and mentally. 
Many an hour of gloom would have been exchaoged for 
sunshine. But the evil of town-residence to most young 
persons is, that the social faculties are stimulated to excess. 
Hence, the disd^tion and frivolity which so generally pre- 
vail, and which cannot be suf&ciently lamented. Would 
she not, however, in the event of such a residence, have 
been spared those perplexing doubts — ^that long mental dis- 
quietude ? Probably she would, but the benefit of that 
may be justly doubted. The diisdpline through which she 
passed, every person must more or less experience, who 
would have a faith alike intelligent and firm. Truly is it 
said by the biographer of the late Bev. John Smith : " No 
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one was ever distinguished, except by successfdl engagement 
with difficulty." Anything that would have prevented her 
from prosecuting those inquiries would have been a calamity, 
rather than a benefit. The doubts and perplexities of a 
truth-seeker are the stimulants wisely provided to increase 
mental vigour, as well as secure joyous and abiding satis- 
faction. Had Miss Hessel resided in a town, she would 
have been the life of many a g^y circle, but would not have 
been the well-informed and useful woman she became. 

Powerful as are the influences of society in moulding 
youthful character, those operating silently and uncon- 
sciously in the domestic circle, are still more so. What, 
then, was the moral atmosphere she breathed at home ? 
One fact will be a sufficient answer. The whole five chil- 
dren — two sons and three daughters — ^became truly pious. 
Both the sons were called to the Christian ministry. The 
elder went down to his grave at twenty-four, lamented by 
many, to some of whom he had been a blessing ; and the 
survivor, the Bev. William Hessel, is at present occupying 
one of the most important positions in the Wesleyan church 
in Australia. 

Her father, Benjamin Hessel, was a man of strong mind 
and sterling moral excellence, a worthy descendant of ances- 
tors who had occupied a &rm at Althorp, in the neighbour- 
hood of Howden, for about five hundred years. Her mother, 
Hannah Hessel, was a genuine Christian, bom of parents 
who bravely shared the reproach which #3sailed the early 
Methodists. To her pious example and fervent prayers all 
her children feel an incalculable obligation. Their youthful 
hearts were drawn to seek the Lord in a voluntary gathering 
for prayer, on a Sunday afternoon. From her influicy Miss 
Hessel was the subject of the strivings of the Spirit. 
*' Happy parents," some mother may be prompted to ex- 
claim, " to possess such children." ''Happy children," with 
no less appropriateness it may be said, '' to possess such a 
mother." 
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In August 1842, an interesting domestic occurrence tran- 
spired, which exercised a potent influence on Miss Hessel. 
Her eldest sister, Mary Ann, became the wife of the Eev. 
Thomas Brumwell, a Wesleyan Minister. To her great joy 
it was arranged that she should spend a few months with 
the wedded pair at Melton-Mowbray. She now fairly 
entered upon social life, and her open-heartedness, and 
rapidly unfolding mental powers, won for her warm attach- 
ments. Besides the books in the possession of her friends, 
many of which were new to her, of course she had access 
to her brother's library, and the famishing man does not 
devour his food with greater eagerness than that with which 
many of them were devoured. Neither the quantity nor the 
quality of her reading, however, was judicious. She had soon 
great reason to regret having spumed the good counsel she 
was offered. The following extract is inserted in the hope 
that some juvenile readers may profit by her experience. On 
reviewing this period, only three years subsequently, she 
says : " I have sat poring over works of history, and more 
frequently of fiction, till my aching eye-balls have refiised 
their office^ the solemn tones of the midnight bell, and 
occasionally, the light chimes of the third hour of morning 
have warned me to my little couch, while strange visions of 
enchanted castles, rocking images, ominous sounds, and 
wild apparitions, have disturbed my feverish repose, and 
unfitted me for the active duties of life. Oh I these are pain- 
ful reminiscences.^^' 

She remained at Melton-Mowbray about ten months, and 
after having benefited by the educational advantages Tad- 
caster afforded, entered a boarding-school at Leeds in Janu- 
ary 1845. This constituted an interesting and important 
era in her history. 

At the Miss Binders' establi^ment Eliza was brought 
into contact with several kindred spirits. With one of 
them a correspondence was afterwards commenced^ which 
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was sustained to the close of life. More than a hundred and 
fifty letters were exchanged, and to some of these, this 
volume will owe a large portion of whatever interest or 
value it may possess. 

At the biographer's request that lady has kindly recorded 
her recollections of her Mend. The portion which relates to 
Eliza's school-days at Leeds shall be here supplied : — '^ My 
acquaintance with my beloved friend commenced when she 
was about fifteen. I remember distinctly the morning she 
was introduced into the school-room. Little did I then 
think what an influence the new comer would acquire over 
my own mind and heart. She was shy and reserved at 
first, but susceptible of any advance towards Mendliness, 
and eager to reciprocate the least kindness. It was not 
long before her position amongst us became clearly defined. 
Being one of the tallest girls, a degree of fireedom was at 
once awarded her, but her mind soon asserted a superior 
claim. She was a most earnest and successful student ; and 
it became a privilege to be admitted into her little coterie 
of inquirers after knowledge. At her suggestion, three or 
four of us rose at five o'clock every morning, and met in 
the library to read. The books chosen were generally such 
as aided in our after-studies. Sometimes they yielded more 
pleasure than profit, but the recollection of those morning 
meetings is very pleasant. During our walks, too, we read 
together, or when books were forbidden, Eliza was never 
at a loss for some topic of discussion. A flower, or an 
insect, often supplied us with a theme. Anything in nature 
called forth her deepest sympathies, and made her eloquent. 
She has told me what a wild delight she used to feel, when 
a mere child, amidst the scenes of nature, rambling at her 
own sweet wUl for hours together with no companions but 
the bee and butterfly. This love of the beautiful became 
more intense as she grew older, and you will not bonder 
that she had also a decided tinge of the romantic at this 
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time. Her young muse sung of deeds of daring, and the 
achievements of fame. She bowed at the shrine of genius, 
and made it almost her god. But afterwards, when she 
had consecrated her tastes and talents to her Saviour, they 
took a higher mould. Wherever beauty was, she saw the 
loving impress of her Heavenly Father. Qenius seemed to 
her but an emanation from the Eternal mind ; and, instead 
of exhausting her sympathies on imaginary woes, she began 
right earnestly to search out, and try to alleviate, the actual 
suflferings around her. 

'^ But to return to her school-days. Her studies were a 
great pleasure to her. She had a right ambition to excel — 
not outshine — ^and all agreed that the commendation given 
her, was her due. As her mind developed, and the field 
of knowledge opened before her, she has often told me of 
undefined longings to grasp all — a feeling of impatience 
with the slow process of acquisition — a feeling that the 
inlets to the mind were inadequate to satisfy her mental 
thirst. Her compositions were both easy and graceful ; 
unlike the usually crabbed style of a school-girl. When our 
monthly budget was opened, and our anonymous maiden 
efforts read, you might see a smile of recognition pass 
around the school-room, as Eliza's pieces betrayed their 
authorship at once. 

'^ None were more gay and frolicsome. She entered with 
zest into our merriest fiin — ^indeed, was often the promoter 
of it. She had an under current of genial humour, and a 
quickness of repartee that never failed her. 

"As to^^her religious thoughts and feelings at this time, 
I know liitle. I was not then admitted into her confidence. 
Her seniority caused a distance between us as school-girls 
which was entirely forgotten in our after friendship. But 
from her own confession she was then a formalist, attend- 
ing t<f the ritual of worship, but lacking the Shekinah in 
the inner temple. Her religious training had familiarized 
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the Scriptures to her, and she unwittingly acquired a habit, 
which she often afterwards deplored, of quoting Scripture 
in common parlance, almost, if not quite, irreverently — a 
pernicious habit, alas ! too common." 

It does not surprise us that Eliza should have been thus 
regarded by her school-mates, nor that she should have 
rapidly improved, when we leam with what views she en- 
tered upon her duties — privileges, they ought rather to be 
designated. In an early letter to the friend whose remi- 
niscences have just been furnished, she says, " 1 will tell 
you, dear Sarah, what were my reflections the first day I 
was at schooL In the evening I sat down, and asked my- 
self ' What have I learnt to-day ? ' The answer my heart 
gave, somewhat startled ma It was this : * I have to-day 
learnt the most important lesson I ever did leam, that is, 
that I know nothing at all.' It was not the impulse of the 
moment, it was the result of calm, deliberate thought. I 
really felt as though I had been living for nothing. There 
appeared such a wide field of knowledge before me, that as 
it opened on my view, I started, and exclaimed : ' Why 
did I never know this before? I have long enough 
thou^t I possessed as much knowledge as most people of 
my age and station, but now I find that everything I have 
learnt is like nothing compared with what I yet have to 
leam.' " 

Whilst Miss Hessel was basking under sunny influences 
at Leeds, a dark doud was gathering on the domestic hori- 
zon. Consumption had seized her sister Mrs. Bramwell, 
and she came to Catterton for the benefit of native air. 
.Fatal symptoms, alas, were rapidly developed, and, of 
course, the pupil was summoned to the dying bed. In the 
composure and joy experienced bjjf her sister, she saw the 
wondrous power and blessedness of religion. '^Victory, 
victory, through the blood of the Lamb," were the words 
with which that much-loved relative winged her way to a 
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happier dime, May the 24th. She had appealed powerfully 
to Eliza to follow her to heaven, and obtained a promise to 
that effect A stronger element of seriousness henceforth 
imbued her character. 

Such were the mental and moral features Eliza Hessel 
exhibited in youth, and such were the general influences 
that moulded those features into the form it is the object of 
this volume to pourtray. 

This brief half-year completed her scholastic privileges. 
She was now sixteen, and it was deemed needful she should 
enter upon the practical duties of life. She had no notion, 
however, of her education terminating with her attendance 
at the school. In the letter just quoted from, she says : — 
'* I am endeavouring, in this rural retreat, to gain some- 
thing everyday. Though it be a little only it is better 
than nothing, or, what is still worse, retrograding. ' On- 
ward,' is my watchword, and ^ Nothing is denied to well- 
directed di^gence,' is my motto." — Noble girl ! with such 
views and purposes, could she do otherwise than succeed ? 
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CHAPTER IL 

At Bnrton-on-Trent — Lichfield Cathedral— Illness — VisitB Scarbro' 
— ** A prayer " — Hem oval of the family to Boston Spa — " Trees in 
Aatamn " — ^Death of her father — Winters in the lale of Wight — 
Scenery at Yentnor — Carisbrook Castle and its intellectual donkey 
— "The church of St. Lawrence" — "The grave of *the Dairy- 
man's daughter ' " — ^A word to scrawling correspondents — ^London 
— ^Works of fiction — ^A consolatory thought for those bereaved of 
pious Mends — Further Reminiscences by a friend. 

He£ brother-in-law was left in charge of an interesting 
legacy. Two motherless boys, one only seven months old, 
and the other but two years, required no small care. Young 
as Miss Hessel was, however, it was deemed desirable to 
commit them to her trust. He now resided at Burton- 
upon-Trent, and thither, therefore, early in 1846, she re- 
paired. With commendable assiduity, and an efficiency 
surpassing expectation, she entered on her new engagements. 
Though she had made no secret of her repugnance to domes- 
tic duties, the dawnings of "a horror of undomesticated 
literary women " were already felt. A desire to excel in 
this, as in other departments, was soon manifested, and, as 
in most previously untried things, she had an almost intui- 
tive perception of the right course to be pursued. 

Shortly after entering her new sphere, she wisely yielded 
to the promptings of her nature, and gave a ''form and sub- 
stance'* to her thoughts by commencing a journal, which she 
continued for some time. Fully concurring, however, in the 
opinion of the late venerated Dawson of Bambow, that 
'' diaries in general are of little worth except for personal 
use in private, and will only admit of brief extracts for 
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publication/' and that " a man is best seen in his unstudied 
letters to his friends " the writer will thus chiefly exhibit 
her. 

The first entry is worth extracting as an interesting men- 
tal exhibition of a girl under seventeen. " March 24th 1846. 
This evening I had a delightful walk with Mr. B. to, Sta- 
penhill, and returning along by the fields we crossed the 
Trent in a boat. I shall not easily forget the impression 
made on my mind by that lovely scene. There was the 
boatman's cottage, almost buried among trees. Along the 
bank of the Trent on one side, were trees and bushes over- 
hanging the water; and you might fancy they were for ever 
contemplating their own image in the stream. Behind them 
was a sort of precipice, the top being many, many feet 
high. From its almost perpendicular sides jutted forth 
large masses of craggy rock and stones, giving to the scene 
a peculiarly wild and striking appearance. Higher up the 
stream was a beautiful little island, round which the waters 
wind gracefully. Still higher, might be seen the antique- 
looking bridge, furnishing a curious and interesting speci- 
men of architecture in the year 1621. Beneath its arches 
were a few swans, bathing thei^r snow-like plumage, and 
forming a striking contrast to the dark, dirty-looking arches 
which served as their canopy. Behind me, were two hills 
crowned with tall poplars. Every object seemed just burst- 
ing into life. All nature looked joyous, and I was happy in 
the contemplation of its beauties. Suddenly an idea struck 
me so forcibly, that had a voice from the ' spirit-land ' whis- 
pered it in my ear, I could not have felt it more. It was 
this : ' God is love !' In an instant every object was gifted 
with voice. ' Gfod is love ! ' was borne on the wings of the 
zephyrs — the waters murmured it faintly in their onward 
course — the trees whispered it gently to the breezes — and 
the everlasting hills stood as monuments of its truth — ^while 
my bounding heart joined in the chorus of the feathered 
songsters, and exclaimed : ' God is love ! 
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Evidently there was poetry in her natnre. For some 
time past she had occasionally given expression to her 
thoughts in verse, and though her efihsions do not, per- 
haps, reach a high standard, the insertion of a few will be 
a gratification to her personal friends. 

Her admiration of the beautiful in art, found high grati- 
fication in a visit to Lichfield Cathedral, in the month 
of April. A brief narrative of one object will interest : 
" Having spent some time in eicamining this beautifol part 
of the edifice, I asked somewhat impatiently, to see ' the 
sleeping infEtnts.' Our guide evidently enjoyed my anxiety, 
and when I told him I expected to see living marble, he 
said, with great confidence : ^ You will not be disappointed, 
ma'am.' He threw open the door, and bade me enter. I 
advanced towards a small monument, covered with a cloth. 
The covering was removed, I stood at the feet of the lovely 
infants. I gazed till every feature was engraven on my 
heart. You first fancy they have laid on their mattress 
side by side, and on some sudden emotion of tenderness, or 
perhaps a sense of weariness, they have hastily turned and 
embraced each other. This action has discomposed their 
loose undress, and beneath its graceful foldings you can 
trace an exquisite figure. The whole is so perfectly natural, 
that it is impossible to find fault. There appears such 
an utter abandonment of every thing like studied grace and 
negligence, as at once strikes you. It is impossible to 
describe the beautiful symmetry of their forms, or the ex- 
quisite shape of their small and delicate feet. After gazing 
for some time, I heard with a feeling of vexation that our 
guide was shaking his keys, and retreating a few paces, as a 
signal for us to retire." 

An entry dated April 26th, reveals the predominance of 
a sentimentalism with which she must have had many a 
conflict, ere she attained that soundness of mind which sub- 
sequently characterized her. Bhe was on a visit to Melton- 
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Mowbray. " Mrs. L has a delightful cottage, elegantly 

furnished, and surrounded by floral sweets. Hie beautiful 
prospect of daisy-decked fields, and the murmur of rippling 
waters, with echoing music of birds, made it a scene almost 
Hke enchantment. It was a changeful April day, and the 
ndn drops sparkled on the petals, and shone in the calyx of 
many a flower. I wonder how it is that such scenes as 
these make me melancholy. It was with difficulty I re- 
strained the starting tear, and suppressed the half-uttered 
sigh for the absent and the dead. Surely the remembrance 
of such should have been banished at that moment. But 
so it is, our very possessions remind us of our losses, our 
pleasures of our sorrows." 

With its exhilarating influences, this spring brought also 
great physical debility. Apprehensions began to be enter- 
tained by Miss Hessel, that the destroyer, which had already 
robbed the family of two of its members, had marked her 
as his victim. Her debility increasing with the approach 
of summer, medical aid was deemed necessary. On ex- 
amination, her lungs were pronounced free from disease, 
though peculiarly susceptible, and sea-air was recommended. 
Early in July therefore she left Burton for Catterton, 
and in a few days proceeded to Scarbro', accompanied by 
her brother. On the day following she writes ; " Though 
the objects with which I am surrounded are calculated to 
dissipate, yet they may be rendered subservient to devout 
reflection. While watching the motion of the waves, I may 
make them aids to devotional feeling, and, with the sweet 
singer of Israel, pray that my righteotisness may be as the 
waves of the sea." 

Her visit to Scarbro' appears to have answered the ex- 
pectations of her medical adviser, and she returned home, 
after three weeks absence, with recruited health. 

On the 30th she confesses to a habit to which young per- 
sons of her temperament are extensively addicted, little as 
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they usually suspect it. Tlie discovery augured favourably 
for her fiiture improvement. " I have lived too much in an 
ideal world, a world which my own fancy created. I have 
examined human nature through every telescope but that 
of truth. And now I begin to fear that after all the know- 
ledge I have acquired, I have omitted one of the most im- 
portant acquisitions — a knowledge of myself All the 
wisdom I have lately attained, has served only to convince 
me of my ignorance." 

As a manifestation of character the following extract is 
worthy of insertion. It shows that she possessed much of 
the material which makes true friendship. It is dated 
August 3rd, and relates to a young friend then resident in 

Leeds : — " I called upon Mr. T , at his warehouse, and 

foimd that his sister was worse. Poor Helen I what would 
I give to be near her, to smooth the rough pillow of sick- 
ness, to watch by her lonely couch, and to administeif to 
every want ! I walked past the house, that I might at 
least have the satis&ction of being within a few yards of 
her, and wept to think that I might not keep one lonely 
vigil by her side. None but her medical attendant and 
nurse are permitted to see her." 

There was evidently a strong affinity between her mind 
and that of her departed brother. At times she realised 
this vividly. On the 28th she writes : — " I never was so 
much struck with the constitutional similarity of mind 
which seems to exist between John and myself as I was 
to-day, when taking up his memoir, I opened on these words : 
* I see now that I could soon write myself out of existence.' 
I have often thought that were I laid upon a bed of death, 
this passion would outlive every expiring energy, and sur- 
vive even language itsel£ Never did I feel such a oneness 
of spirit with my departed and gifted brother, as while 
reading his quotation from those exquisite lines of Mrs. 
c 
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Hemans' ' Mozart's Bequiem/ which he applies to the too 
much indulged passion for Writing : — 

' Tet have I known it long. 

Too resUeas and too strong 
Within this clay hath been the o'ermastoring flame ; 

Swift thoughts that came and went, 

like torrents o'er me sent, 
Haye shaken, as a reed, this thrilling frame.' 

I sometimes think I have cherished this passion too exten- 
sively. It has been too strong for my physical and nervous 
system. Writing has a similar effect on my mind to that of 
music on a person endowed with a peculiarly refined taste 
for that science. It is a sort of pouring out of the souL It 
delights and soothes, while, at the same time, it is pressing 
' the beauty of life ' from the heart." 

The intensity of her desire for improvement here reveals 
itself Sept 10th : — " I am reading Howe. His style is 
not the most winning, but there is a grandeur and dignity 
in his thoughts which is seldom to be met witL I am con- 
vinced that theology will do me more good than anything 
else just now. I want something to call forth my mind, as 
well as to fortify my heart." 

A letter to her brother dated Sept. 26th, excites our 
sympathy, and reveals the efficacy of *' a determined effort " 
in cases where it is usuailj deemed powerless : — *' My pres- 
ent course of life exacts a fearful tribute from my mental, 
as well as my bodily, energies. I want society. Solitude 
leads me to study, and its effects have been very injurious 
to me. Think of my rising from my bed for a week to- 
gether, when I have but slept, on an average, three hours 
per night, and you will not wonder that during the day I 
have been intolerably dull I could have slept if I could 
have banished thought, but my energies were just awaking 
at bed-time. I am thankful, however, that after a most de- 
termined effort, I have got the better of this. You know 
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nothing of me. I am another being when you are here. 
Now I am in as absolute solitude as was Bobinson Crusoe." 

The moral tendency of her aspirations, and her strong 
filial affection are exhibited in an entry dated October 12th. 
Would that all such mothers were thus regarded ! Do not 
a mother's toils, sufferings, and sacrifices, demand such 
recompense ? If, mothers, it be sometimes denied you, the 
consciousness of deserving it is a satisfsiction and a joy. — 
" This morning I was led to indulge in a train of thought 
which, I trust, will have a salutary influence on my conduct. 
In the positions of daughter, sister, and aunt, I would be 
found doing my duty. The discharge of that duty may 
bring with it innumerable blessings. Its non-performance 
may be attended with bitter consequences, and in after-life 
be followed with unavailing regret. There is one who de- 
mands all my sympathy and affection ; who as a wife and 
a mother, has discharged the important duties of her station 
in a manner which evinced the strength of her conjugal and 
maternal affection, and whose peculiarly trying circumstances 
gave an opportunity for the full development of that self- 
devoted, disinterested. Christian heroism, which her children 
will remember with gratitude, when her name and the mem- 
ory of her high worth, will be enshrined only in the hearts 
of those who witnessed such devotedness. Of such fortitude 
in trial — steadfastness in adversity — and dauntless energy, 
when despair would have overwhelmed some hearts — and, 
above all, of such unassuming piety, fame speaks not. But 
these are engraved in a more enduring page, and will have 
their reward when earth, and its blazoned pomp and pride, 
shall have passed away like a vision." 

Feb. 28liL, 1847 : — " I have been thinking this evening 
that the more I see and feel of the passions of the human 
heart, and the more extensive my acquaintance with the 
natural world becomes, the more clearly do I perceive the 
analogy that exists between them. I do not know of any 
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feeling or emotion in that busy world the heart, but its 
emblem may be found in the natural and physical world. 
This analogy is often very subtle and mysterious. The busy 
tribes know or heed it not. A thinking few discern and 
feel it. With what deamess must He behold it, whose eye 
can comprehend with one glance, past, present, and future } 
and to whose vbion thoughts, feelings, intents, emotions, 
and passions, are as discernible as the material creations of 
His hand ! " 

During this spring she composed the following verses : — 

A PRAYER. 

''When my heart is overwhelmed, lead me to the rock that is 
higher than I." — Psalm Ixi. 2. 

When gathering storms hang o'er my head. 

And fearfol floods beset my path, 
Oh, Father,*by Thy Spirit led. 

Let me find shelter from their wrath ! 

When grrief my heart would overwhelm, 

And wrap my sufiEering soul in night, 
Thou Buler of the world's wide realm 

To me impart one ray of light. 

On that once-stricken, living Book, 

Oh, let my wounded soul abide, 
And safe amid the tempest's shock, 

Within its clefts my spirit hide. 

In the autumn of this year the fsimily left Catterton, and 
removed to Boston Spa.''^ Mr. Hessel*s health had been for 
some time declining. He had desired that his son should 
pursue the vocation in which the family had been engaged 
for so many generations. But William had a higher calling. 

* Miss Hessel sometimes calls it Thorp- Arch in her earlier corres- 
pondence. The two villages are contiguous, being separated by the 
Wharfe. Till the discovery of its mineral waters, Boston consisted of 
only a few straggling houses. 
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The Divine Spirit had laid the prophet's mantle on him, and 
two years before, he had entered the Didsbury Wesleyan 
Theological Institution. Eegret was naturally experienced 
at quitting the old house, and the severance of many interest- 
ing associations. Early in spring, in anticipation of removal, 
Miss Hessel had written : '' I was thinking to-day that I 
could leave the home of my childhood without one feeling 
of regret, but as I looked on each familiar thing, identified 
with my earliest infancy, they seemed to say : 

' Oh ! hath the memory 
Of other years no power upon thy soul, 
That thus, with tearless eye, thoa leavest us, 
And with an unfaltering voice, to come no more ? ' 

And then I felt the spring-tide of early affection begin 
to flow, and the gushing tenderness of my heart testified 
to the memory of childhood's joys." 

In every respect, however, the change was beneficial To 
her it was particularly welcome, for, besides the society it 
afforded — and a circle of attached friends was soon gathered 
from whom many kindnesses were received, — the scenery 
presented many charms. The Wharfe, beautifiil throughout 
its course, exhibits peculiar beauties in this locality. En- 
riched by numerous tributaries, its bed expands to a con- 
siderable breadth. Its banks, here precipitous, there gently 
sloping, are graoefdlly wooded. Proceeding from Thorp- Arch 
Station to Boston Spa, the traveller comes upon it suddenly. 
A bridge, rising to some considerable elevation, furnishes the 
first fall view, and a delightful view it is. On the right, a 
cascade, caused by the weir of an adjacent mill, attracts 
attention. It is difficult to say whether this is most to be 
admired when the stream is swollen, and pours itself in 
massive grandeur with uproarious exultation, or when, by 
its shallowness, it exhibits a sheet of glistening silver. The 
mill itself, and the adjoining cottage, enhance the picturesque 
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effect. On the left, it may be seen to linger for some distance, 
amid the quiet of shaded banks. Haying crossed the bridge, 
you are conducted, by a path on the left hand, through two 
or three fields to a pleasant walk, from which the view 
given on the title-page is taken. Presently you arrive at a 
neat stone structure, which proclaims itself to be " The Spa 
Baths," and proceeding a little further, you come to the 
gates of the New Bath and Hotel — a laige ^id handsome 
building, the grounds of which are laid out with admira- 
ble taste, and thrown open to the public. At the distance 
of half a mile from the bridge, in the opposite direction, is 
Jackdaw Crag — a huge limestone rock, rising perpendicu- 
larly to a considerable height. A foot path, for the most 
part skirting a deep declivity embosomed in wood, conducts 
you to an abrupt valley, where you reach the river's brink. 
Standing under the Crag you are in the centre of a curve. 
Were this your first view of the river, you would believe it 
to be a lake, and pronounce it almost as beautiful as any that 
Westmorland or Cumberland can boast. Its deep and pla- 
cid waters, reflecting the foliage of a thousand trees, inspire 
a reverie which chains the beholder to the place. It scarcely 
need be stated that this was a favourite resort of our de- 
parted friend. 

Besides being pleasantly situated, the village has an aspect 
of great respectability, and the pureness of its air, together 
with the valuable properties of its mineral waters, combine 
to make it attractive to visitors. These make a very agree- 
able addition to the society of the place in summer. With 
some of them Miss Hessel had very pleasant intercourse, 
and with one or two she formed a valued friendship. 

The following is too characteristic to be omitted. It was 
addressed to her brother in July. " I have lately discovered 
that the composition of dramatic, more than any other kind 
of writing, will increase my knowledge of human nature. 
I am perfectly astonished at the discoveries of the human 
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heart to which a study of this kind of poetry leads." Sub- 
sequently she writes : " I send the drama you were so 
anxious to see, it is my first, and I am inclined to think, it 
will be my last attempt at the tragic However, ' good taste 
makes a good critic' says Blair, and I think you possess that, 
therefore you shall be my judge. The same writer adds : 
' but genius alone can make a poet.' Whether I possess that 
genius or not, your good taste must decide. I leave my 
betters to judge of my abilities, and care nothing for the 
opinion of those who call everything worthless which, for 
want of capacity, they don't understand. 

*' I shall feel obliged if you will give me a subject I am 
always fishing for difficulties on purpose to conquer them. 
I sometimes fear lest I should resemble the character Lord 
Chesterfield somewhere describes as ' substituting little ob- 
jects for great ones, and throwing away upon trifles, that 
time and attention which only important things deserve.' " 

A subject was not long wanting. Her muse caught in- 
spiration from the " Trees in Autumn." 

Oh ! beantifiil but fhtgile 1 how I love 
Tour varied hues, yoor &dmg foliage. 
And the sad monrnfiil music of your leaves. 
Ye were my friends in childhood, 'neath your shade 
My daily tasks were conn'd, and all my griefs 
In childish innooenoe to you were told ; 
While, in my young simplicity, I deem'd 
My tears were answered by your soothing sighs. 
Oh ! ye were dear. And now my in&nt years, 
Like visions flying from the light of mom. 
Have passed away, yet are ye still my friends. 
Oh, bright and beautiful ! your silence hath 
A voice that thrills my soul — and often times. 
In the still twilight, when your gentld leaves 
Scarce trembled to the passing zephyr's breath, 
Have I in pensive mood, strayed forth to hold 
Sweet commune with you, and of wisdom learn, 
To teach my soul to spread her drooping wing 
And shake earth's galling fetters o£ 
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Ye speak 
In your deep eloquence, of things for thought 
Too vast and too profound — of change and death — 
And tell my soul that like your fragile leaves 
I too must fiide and die. Weak nature shrinks 
And turns from words so drear. Tell ye of nought 
'Mid all your treasured lore, save change and death t 
Oh, yes I ye speak oi Spring's return, and days 
Of joyousness renewed ; when 'mid your buds 
And fair young leaves, the winged choristers 
Shall warble forth their vernal lays, and join 
The softened melody, your trembling leaves 
To fitful winds give forth. And now — farewell t 
When Spring shall deck you in her vest of green, 
I may have passed to where your foliage 
Cannot o'ershadow, nor your music charm. 
But when life's autumn flings its withering blight 
O'er my young heart's fond hopes, 111 bless the hours 
I held commune with you, since oft you've taught 
My pensive soul to fix her &ith*s dimmed eye 
On Him, who said : — *' I am thb Bestibbsction 
And the Life." 

After having offered one or two observations on " Todd's 
Student's Manual " which she infonns her brother she had 
lately been reading, she writes March 14th, 1848 : — " I am 
not speaking of it as a whole, for what was written expressly 
for students, cannot be applicable to the case of a woman 
whose character must ever be domestic, while she humbly 
strives to be intelligent. I detest the word ' intellectual ' 
when applied to a woman. It is impossible for my mind 
to separate it from those horrid visions of untidy drawers, 
unmended stockings, neglected families, and all the other 
characteristics of a slatternly housewife* And yet it is not 
a necessary consequence. But, dear me ! how one's thoughts 
ramble." 

" The sight of your letter," she says to her brother again, 
a few months afterwards, '' gave me great pleasure ; but 
those parts of it which relate to your health have occasioned 
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me much uneasiness and concern. I never felt my happi- 
ness so dependent on your life as I do at present. This 
morning a thought struck me which gave me pain. On re- 
viewing the past in connexion with yourself, I was obliged 
to confess that on your behalf I had wept and prayed more 
for long life, than for your success in the ministry, and that 
with an importunity which I fear was not chastened by 
submission to the will of Gk>d." 

With a wisdom that would not have discredited a larger 
experience, she again addresses her brother, November 2dtL 
" I went to Catterton, that amid its quiet I might hush 
the turmoil of my spirit, and find peace amid its dear old 
woods. I came back with fresh strength to struggle on 
and combat with the trial I thank you for your remarks. 
Doubtless I am now preparing either to battle with greater 
trials, or e^joy future quiet with a mind capable of appre- 
ciating it more fiiUy. I have sometimes thought that my 
romantic notions of woman's trials are not all visionary, and 
that now, when I should feel disposed to laugh at them, the 
stem truths of reality are before me. I have known some- 
thing of what she experienced, who said, 'tis woman's lot — 

' Silent tears to weep. 
And patient smiles to wear through 8afifering*s hoar, 
And sunless riches from affection's deep 
To pour on broken reeds — a wasted shower : 
And to make idols, and to find them day, 
And to bewail that worship.' 

But all is not always dark. And my spirit sometimes rises 
above it all, with a trust unshaken that even these are to 
be numbered amongst the ' all things that work together 
for good.' I know that strength is often bom amid deep 
suffering, but never in joy. And ' earth must be rent be- 
fore her gems are found.'" 

The autumn of 1849 brought a sad domestic visitation. 
Mr. Hessel was suddenly seized with an illness which 
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exduded all hope of recovery. His daughter thus communi- 
cates her sorrows to her Mend Miss W , then of Skipton, 

October 29th : " You do not know, dear Folly, that for 
more than three long weeks we have been keeping our 
lonely vigils by the dying pillow of my dear father, and that 
now, your Mend is writing by the sick couch, at an hour 
when your eyes are doubtless closed in sleep. Ours is in- 
deed a mournful house. Even when absent from the sick 
room, the dull monotony of my round of duties, the still- 
ness of the house, the ominous sound of the muffled 
knocker, and the same mournful tale of decaying hopes to 
the ceaseless inquiries of well-meaning but too frequent 
callers, — all these things are wearing down my spirit, and 
making me more like a piece of mechanism, than a living, 
breathing, thinking being. My father was taken ill very 
suddenly, and it is a great mercy he did not 6^e instanta- 
neously. His complaint is disease of the heart, which you 
are aware may prove &tal at any moment. There seems, 
however, now to be a gradual decay of nature. He has 
never been able to sit up since the day he was brought home 
to bed from a Mend*s house. He takes no support, and it 
is a matter" of surprise, even to our medical attendant, that 
he continues so long." He died November 10th, aged sixty- 
seven years. 

The chasm thus created was filled, as fiir as possible, by 
the unremitting filial and fraternal affection of her brother. 
He had been for three years engaged in the ministry, and 
was now resident in the Isle of Wight. Thither he desired 
that his widowed mother and eldest sister should at once 
remove. The younger sister was now at school. Arrange- 
ments were promptly made, and before the end of No- 
vember, they were comfortably located at Percy Cottage, 
Ventnor. 

Her Mends, the Misses G , soon heard from her. 

Describing one or two features in an engraving which 
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accompanied the letter, she says : *' The scene is just above 
Yentnor. The range of rocks, which looks so much like a 
fortification, stretches along what is called the Undercliff. 
Beyond the point of that projecting diff stands Yentnor, 
and it is a splendid sight to stand on the esplanade on a 
dark night, between the roar of the mighty world of waters, 
and the town scattered in such wild beauty over the rocks, 
while from every window lights are glancing on the moun- 
tain and in the valley, and you gaze until you fancy they 
are suspended in the canopy of heaven, and upheld only by 
the finger of Omnipotence." 

" Yentnor is a very pretty place," she writes to Miss S. 
B , December 24th, "and the neighbourhood is exceed- 
ingly beautiful There is a village caUed Bonchurch just 
above Yentnor^ which, to my taste, is the very perfection of 
beauty. You would be delighted with it. Standing on an 
eminence, the eye takes in, almost at a glance, a world of 
beauty. On one side is a vast extent of sea, often almost 
covered with vessels sailing to and from foreign lands ; on 
the other side is a vast ridge of rocks and mountains called 
The Downs, covered with every variety and shade of ^green- 
bright,' and fresh as in early autumn. Perched amid these 
jutting rocks, and peeping out of their bowers of everlasting 
green, are the dwellings of the aristocracy, and verily they 
remind you of the eagle's eyrie. Upon one of these ledges 
of rock, &r above the common herd of men, Lord Rivers 
has his seat. And at every turn you are almost startled by 
a bird's-eye view of another, and another, of these lordly 
mansions, peeping out from amid the wild beauties of 
nature, and almost making you wonder whether mortals 
reaUy are privileged to luxuriate amid so rich a profusion of 
natural grandeur. Walking through the village, far below 
all this beauty of nature and art, you come to a fish-pond, 
overhung with a variety of living green, and over this is a 
sort of light trellis-work, exquisitely beautiful, with a 
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feathery flower, more like a ball of sea-foam than anything 
I can think ot This beaatifdl thing abounds here, and 
seems to possess many of the properties of ivy, creeping 
oyer and clinging to the hedge-rows. I often stand to look 
at this mass of beauty, and almost envy the stately swans 
on the sur£su^ of the waters, whose proud forms it shelters. 
But in Bonchurch there is a still more interesting object to 
me. Behind a jutting rock there is a narrow pass, and 
your curiosity is instantly awakened to know what lies be- 
yond. There, is a commodious dwelling, hemmed in by 
rocks and waves, standing on the shore, buried in foliage. 
It seems the very abode of the muses. Beauty and song 
are always around it. Care and sorrow would seem strange 
companions there. Last winter this fairy spot was the 
abode of Charles Dickens, and Brown, the famous carica- 
ture-sketcher for Punch. Here, for three months, they pur- 
sued their labours, and from this fairy spot, aroUnd which 
the waves are ever making music, emanated a thousand 
thoughts which have kindled as many varied emotions in 
ten times as many hearts." 

On the 29th she entertains her Skipton friend by a narra- 
tive of her visit to Carisbrooke Castle. " We have been 
this morning to Carisbrooke Castle, of which you have no 
doubt heard. It is only a mile from Newport, and is really 
a splendid ruin, surrounded by immense fortifications. 
Here King Charles I. was a prisoner, and at Carisbrooke 
Church the body of his daughter is interred. You may 
perhaps have heard of the celebrated donkey at this castle. 
The docile creature draws water out of a well three hundred 
feet deep. He walks within a wheel of immense dimen- 
sions. It is a most ludicrous sight, and he seems fully con- 
scious of the interest excited by his appearance in such a 
position, and comports himself with a dignity one might 
reverence, but for the association. It is tremendous to look 
down into this well A torch is let down, and through 
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ninety feet of solid rock, and as great a length of stone wall, 
it wends its dark and lonely way, nntil it swims on the sur- 
&ce of the water. You throw a little water down, and it 
is seven seconds before you hear it pattering on the sur&ce 
beneath. So much for Carisbrooke and its intellectual 
donkey." 

^'I go to church sometimes/' she writes to Miss B. 
G , on Januaiy 25th, 1850. " They have a very good 
but eccentric clergyman, who is a Millenarian. The doc- 
trine prevails here to an amazing extent. The curate, Dr. 
Blackwood, is an excellent man. His wife, too, Lady Alicia 
Blackwood, is a very pious woman, — a very Lydia in heart 
and life. Mother had a long interview the other day with 
her ladyship, and was delighted with her conversation. 
She is of Irish origin, a daughter of the Earl of Craven, 
and her native energy of character, together with her ex- 
alted rank, render her influence very great. Dr. Blackwood 
has established a Ladies' Bible Class, which I am about to 
join. He holds it in his own house from twelve till one on 
Thursday mornings, and Lady Blackwood attends and 
assists him. He gave a breakfast the other morning, and 
invited all the ministers in the town, with a view to establish 
Monthly Alliance Meetings. All the Ministers seem to co- 
incide with him but one. I would that every Church of 
England pastorate were ruled over by a Dr. and Lady 
Blackwood. There would be more vital godliness both in 
the hovel and the palace." 

The church of St. Lawrence — "the smallest church in 
England" — ^was visited by Miss Hessel. The emotions it 
awakened she has thus expressed : — 

Peace reigns around thee. Oh ! 'tis passing sweet, 
From the world's din, and all its toils and strife. 
To seek thy qtiiet shade ; to leave awhile 
Life's round of cares, and still each passion's breath, 
By holy commune with the saered dead. 



38 MEMORIALS OF SUZA HESSSL. [1850 

How beautiful their rest, where fivUs the shade 

Of thy low walls, and ivy-mantled tower ! 

Where the unceasing murmur of the waves — 

Making low music — as a requiem falls 

Upon the pensive ear. And flowers are there — 

Man's bright companions in his hours of joy, 

Nor less his friends when sorrow's adverse tide, 

With threatening front, o*ertakes him. They are bright 

And beautiful ^id all, but brightest still — 

Most beautifully &ir — as watchers lone 

By the still tomb. 

Entered the lowly fiuie 
We join the bending worshippers, with them 
Four forth to heaven our notes of grateful praise, - 
And, as they rise, the exulting voices 
Of the uplifted waters swell the song, 
Bearing from &r-off lands and distant shores 
One bursting hymn of universal praise. 

Of course a visit was paid to the grave of " the Dairy- 
man's Daughter." Of it she says : — 

It is a lowly tomb. No marble there 

Or sculptor's art doth blazon forth high birth, 

Or deeds of proud renown. A simple stone, 

In modest characters, reveals the spot 

Where sleeps her precious dust, whose earnest faith 

And humble love, are registered on high. 

Her name, from records of the holy dead. 

Hath perish'd not ; and the ungamished tale 

Of her meek piety and fervent zeal, 

Hath found a listener in the lordly hall. 

And by the cottage hearth. Well I recall, 

While bending o'er her dust, the days of yore, 

When in my far-off home — ** a dreamy child" — 

I conned the pages of that simple tale, 

And in my nightly orisons, I prayed 

That my young life might be as pure as hers. 

The subjoined paragraph from a letter to a friend who 
shall be nameless, is earnestly commended to all scrawling 
correspondents, male or female : " I read your letter, 
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received last night, with very great pleasure, because, in the 
&*st place, I could read ' straight on.' I have been accus- 
tomed to sit down and elucidate the subject-matter of your 
letters, as I would the hieroglyphics of some treasured 
oracle. Ton will believe that this mystification did not 
necessarily add to the value of what you said, any further 
than it served to impress with wonderful clearness on my 
mind the sentence I was just then deciphering, to the total 
exclusion of every previous one. But this, you will no 
doubt agree with me in thinking, may possibly be as attrib- 
utable to the sieve-like texture of my mind as to your 
puzzling caligraphy." 

To her Skipton friend she gives, in an explanation of a 
fact she deplores, a statement deserving attention. March 
20th : '* A deep mortification is sometimes felt by me in 
composition. Perhaps I have puzzled for a long time, and 
at length, a bright thought, just adapted for the place I 
wanted it to occupy, has presented itself in clear and dis- 
tinct revealings to my mind, but ere I could commit it to 
paper my perception of it has become dim, and like a bright 
but baseless vision, it has faded, and left not a trace behind. 
I sometimes think I may have contributed to this by read- 
ing too much and too fast, so that a vast succession of 
images have been made on my mind, but could not, from 
their multiplicity, find a lodgment there." 

As spring approached, the health of her brother, which 
had been for some time delicate, became so impaired as to 
incapacitate him for his duties, and it was deemed desirable 
he should try the effect of the bracing air of his native 
county. Mrs. Hessel having retained possession of her 
house at Boston Spa, it was determined to remove thither 

early in April. In a letter to Mrs. G , of Ventnor, 

since deceased, Miss Hessel gives an interesting account 
of their journey, and the kind reception that awaited 
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them : " We arrived here in safety last Tuesday night, 
and found our house very comfortable, and a host of friends 
to receive us. Indeed we were almost crowded until after 
ten o'clock, when they considerately left us to that repose 
which was very sweet after the long continued excitement 
and £sitigue we had endured. We were delighted with all 
we saw at Portsmouth. Our stay in London, too, was very 
agreeable, and we were not lazy, I assure you, for we were 
sight-seeing from morning till night, although the weather 
was so unfavourable. Still it was a relief to feel myself 
clear of the whirl of the great Babel Oh ! the thought of 
living and dying there was to me intolerable ; and never 
did I feel to yearn so for the woods and rocks, and the 
beautiful river of my own fair village, as when I gazed 
shudderingly on the dark fearful walls of Newgate, and the 
Tower, so rife with terrible associations. And yet I saw 
much to kindle very diflferenjb feelings — wealth, and beauty, 
and power, and all that seemed to make life desirable. So 
closely, however, did it seem connected with crime and 
suffering, sorrow and poverty, of the worst kind, that I 
thought the very enjoyment of the former must be marred 
by the presence of the latter. Perhaps I looked on every- 
thing with aA intensity which might be attributed to the 
circumstance of my having seen it all in fancy's glass, by 
the aid of that masterly delineator of men and things, 
Charles Dickens ; and truly there was not an object on 
which I gazed — from the proud peeress whose carriage 
rolled along the Park, to the very meanest sons and daugh- 
ters of misery and want, who came folding their tattered 
rags around their gaunt forms, to gather from the mud and 
refuse which the dark sullen waters of the Thames de- 
posited on the bank, — but seemed to have been touched by 
his spirit, to have gathered an intensity of interest, and to 
claim an amount of sympathy, from the fact that he had 
thought and written about it. And when the solemn truth 
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came to the heart with an iiresistible force : * Ood hath 
made of one bbod all nations and families of men/ I felt 
a wondering gratitude for the difference of circumstances 
which had made my life one of continued Musing, com- 
pared with some of the lives around me. ' Who maketh 
thee to differ?' I often asked^ as we were beset at the 
different wharves by hosts of the squalid sons of poverty, 
and alas ! too often of crime. 

" Sunday was a day of high religious festival. In the 
morning we heard Dr. Bunting, and in the evening Dr. 
Gumming. In the afternoon we were less fortunate in point 
of edification or enjoyment, for we went to St. Paul's, and 
being carried further by the tsrowd than we intended, 
were locked in until the conclusion of a long service, much 
to the annoyance of a young Scotchman, who was my 
Cicerone. By the way he was an Irishman by birth, but 
has spent most of his Ufe in Scotland. He amused me not 
a little on our way home, by denouncing the service with 
great volubility and energy — 'a burlesque on common 
sense — ^magnificent tomfoolery,' and a great many more 
such epithets. Having exhausted his Irish eloquence, he 
cut it up with a great deal of Scotch shrewdness, and made 
us aU merry with a display of the odd admixtnre of national 
character in himsel£" 

After the statement she has given of her reading at Mel- 
ton-Mowbray, we cannot wonder at her familiarity with the 
writings of Charles Dickens. How completely a favourite 
author possessed her mind, is strikingly evinced in this 
communication. The biographer, however, in placing it 
within the power of his readers to quote the authority of 
Miss Hessel for reading works of fiction, feels it obligatory 
to supplement a word of admonition. By no means does 
he pronounce an indiscriminate condemnation on all such 
writings. To do this would be to pronounce against nearly 
all poetry^ the household book of Bunyan, and some parts 
D 
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of the Inspired yolume. A large portion of tliat kind of 
writing, however, ministers only to a morbid taste, and de- 
praves instead of elevates. Whatever aims at exciting the 
imagination only, and produces a distaste for instructive 
books, merits unqualified condemnation. It is not simply 
time wasted, which is bad enough, it is time perverted. 
And as regards such writings of a higher class, if only a 
limited amount of time be at command, surely the useful 
should be preferred to the agreeable. In no case ought 
works of fiction to be regarded as more than condiments. 
Truth requires it to be stated that such was the relation in 
which they subsequently stood to Miss Hessel. Let no one 
plead her authority for light literature, who does not couple 
with it as much of solid. 

While at Ventnor, Miss Hessel had formed a very agree- 
able acquaintance with two young ladies from Cambridge, 
sisters, one of whom was seeking rescue from the ravages 
of consumption — vainly, however, as it proved. In reply 
to the commimication announcing the decease of the invalid, 
she wrote on April 27th : ''Try to regard her removal as 
a wise and merciful dispensation towards her, and a no less 
wise and salutaiy one towards yourself. To her, who now 
reaps the full reward of her martyr-like patience before the 
throne of God, it was a dispensation fraught with richest 
mercy. To you, it may prove of incalculable benefit. There 
is a chain of many links encircling bright affections here. 
Some of these links extend to heaven, and the chain centres 
in Gk)d himself He has seen fit to draw another link from 
earth, but it is there in heaven, and you shall find it. No 
canker worm can mar its brightness and beauty there. This 
thought has been my consolation. It was associated with 
my earliest bereavement ; and as I have passed onward 
through life, and have suffered the loss of friends, I have 
thought, as I watched their flight from earth, another link 
has been hid — not severed or lost — 'for the whole family in 



1850] NOBLE SELF-DENIAL. 4S 

heaven and earth are one/ and though the chain is diminish- 
ing here, it is lengthening there — ^there where eveiy link is 
completed in beautiful harmony, and where the whole shall 
be perfected and purified for ever." 

On the 19th of June, besides having to inform Mrs. 

G of the continued indisposdtion of her brother, who, 

having ''tried to speak once or twice on the platform, 
found his voice to fitil, and become almost inaudible," she 
has to report also the unexpected arrival of her sister as an 
invalid. " As I know of little beyond the incidents of our 
family circle which can. possibly interest you, I must give 
you a few of my joys and sorrows, and trust to your good- 
ness of heart for that sympathy which alone will make my 
egotistical tale endurable. WeU ! soon after our return to 
Thorp- Arch — not more than a month after — poor Sophy 
came home from Leeds with an affection of the spine, which 
has caused us much anxiety. It is likely to be a very 
tedious, but I hope not eventually serious, affliction. She is 
already considerably better, and under the skUfiil treatment 
of our medical attendant, we hope to see her quite restored. 
It was a bitter trial, and when it first came upon us, seemed 
almost insupportable. She is undergoing a severe course of 
treatment, but her resignation and cheerfalness deprive the 
pain of seeing her suffer of much of its poignancy." 

If this sickness served no other valuable purpose, it un- 
folded a lovely feature in the character of our Mend. In 
a subsequent part of the same letter, she says : ''To-mor- 
row morning there will be JSk public breakfast given to Dr. 
Bunting in the Brunswick rooms in Leeds. William has 
gone, but I am left. I have only to raise my head and 
glance at the sofa, to feel satisfied that my path of duty 
is here. Although Sophia was quite willing I should go, 
yet I knew how much of sacrifice was implied in that wil- 
lingness. The Doctor preaches on Friday. He must be 
gratified at this demonstration of Yorkshire feeling. And 
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nowhere throughoat the land will he find more noble, 
heart-warm Mends than in Leeds. Pardon this eulogy on 
dear old Leeds. Amid the incessant din of its busy com- 
merce, and the eternal smoke of its factories, there are more 
true-hearted, noble-minded men in it, than can be found in 
any town of equal size in the kingdom., 

"And now I must conclude. I hope you will not be 
quite tired of my long, common-place epistle. But to tell 
you the truth, I have been very matter of &ct lately, and 
with the exception of a few strolls along my favourite walk, 
I have been occupied with such vulgar cares as eVery-day 
life famishes. But I should not forget that God may de- 
sign to teach me many useful, aye and sublime, lessons of 
high and holy trust and perfected patience, in these trials 
which beset my patL It is not in the hour of calm, nor the 
sunshine of prosperity, that the heart unfolds its richest 
treasures. I know not that these lessons are not preparing 
me for still severer trials, but I feel that I can leave myself 
in His hands, who has hitherto guided my erring footsteps, 
and led me by a right way. How much I feel this, I cannot 
possibly make another understand. My own heart rejoices 
in the £bct, and offers its modicum of gratitude for the 
goodness and wisdom which have marked out my path, and 
directed my goings in that path." 

Another extract from the reminiscences of a fellow-pupil 
here claims insertion : " Shortly after leaving school, being 
on a visit at Thorp- Arch, Eliza and I met again, no longer 
as school-girls. We soon found we had kindred sympathies 
which drew our hearts together, and formed the basis of a 
lasting friendship. For this fidendship I have indeed reason 
to be both proud and thankfoL To it I owe more than I can 
ever espress. It would, however, be a much easier matter 
to speak of it, if I were not also speaking of myself Our 
minds were then in leading-strings, and we each resolved 
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to strike out an independent course of thought^ firmly be- 
lieving that a candid, honest inquirer after the truth will 
certainly find it at last. This was a kind of creed with us, 
and we held tenaciously by it. Through a good deal of 
chaos we both groped for some time, often involTed in mists, 
or misled by false glimmers. But Eliza soon emerged into 
the light, an(} ever after became my pioneer in all that was 
good. 

''The remembrance of the many happy days we have 
spent together is ' as ointment poured forth.' Every nook 
and glen around our separate homes have we explored 
together, and enjoyed, with fall hearts, the silent eloquence 
of nature's ever changefal beauty. Eliza's mind was pecu- 
liarly Attuned to poetry, which oftenest means beauty. This 
imparted a peculiar charm to her society. In books, or con- 
versations, or scenery, she always managed to cull whatever 
of beauty was there, were it ever so subtle or concealed. 

''You have seen firom her letters something of the inter- 
change of thought and feeling we mutually enjoyed ; but 
you get from them only a meagre idea of what she was 
when, in the trustfulness of love, she unveiled her inmost 
thinkings to her friend. 

" Her visits were indeed no common pleasure. It was 
my own fault if I were not made both wiser and better by 
her intercourse. Before coming, she used to apprise me of 
an accumulation of books to read, and topics to converse 
upon, urging me to be similarly prepared. Sometimes, like 
children who delight in danger for the daring's sake, we 
trod forbidden ground, tracing out bye-paths that led to 
Doubting Castle. At first, I think we did it simply from 
love of adventure, but afterwards from an earnest desire to 
know why we rejected certain phases of belief and accepted 
' the one.' Some of this reading did us harm no doubt. It 
caused many terrible mental conflicts, but Eliza has said 
they left her convictions stronger after the struggle. 
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^' After the important change which transpired in our 
* dear old dining-room ' as she calls it, the result was most 
evident. Her whole character received a higher tone. She 
raised a very lofty standard of excellence, and was constantly 
striving to attain it. Her talents and energies found new 
development in the service of (Jod." 

Whatever was the benefit derived from this friendship by 

Miss S. R , it will be subsequently seen that the benefit 

imparted was held to be quite as great. It would afford 
high gratification to the writer to learn that what is here 
furnished of their correspondence, had prompted many young 
readers to turn their friendships to an equally beneficial 
purpose. Correspondence is capable of yielding an immense 
benefit, for undoubtedly the pen is one of the most valuable 
instruments of mental culture. The benefit realized, how- 
ever, will of course depend on the character of the corres- 
pondence. Perhaps it would be difficult to point to one 
more worthy of being regarded as a model for the young, 
than that conducted between these two ftiends. Scarcely a 
line of what could justly be denominated '' gossip " is to be 
found in any of the letters placed in the writer's hands. 

" The important change " referred to in the concluding 
paragraph of the reminiscences, it will be the object of the 
next chapter to narrate. 
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CHAPTER III. 

Anxious for the enjoyment of religion — Ezperienoes a clear sense of 
Grod's pardoning love— The hindrances to the earlier experience of 
this blessing — Kemarks on the importance to the young of a reli- 
gious training. 

Thiere is one event, which by the new direction it gives to 
the aims, and the ennobling influence it exerts upon the 
character, as well as the pure and satisfying joy it creates, 
constitutes an epoch in the life of every Christian. It is 
the fact of conversion. We now arrive at the period in the 
history of Miss Hessel, in which this momentous change was 
experienced. 

For some years past a great religious awakening had 
existed in various parts of Scotland. The instruments were 
ministers who were persuaded they had received "new 
light" on several important points of Christian doctrine. 
Renouncing the restricted views in which they had been 
trained, they vigorously advocated the universal love of Gk>d 
to man ; and strenuously insisted that &ith in the Scripture 
testimony concerning the sacrificial death of Christ, is the 
simple condition of salvation. In the spring of 1850, a 
number of these zealous men made an evangelistic tour into 
several northern counties of England. One of them — the 
Rev. George Dunn — visited Boston Spa, and conducted an 
out-door service in the afternoon of a Sunday in July. 
Miss Hessel was a hearer. By that sermon, together with 
a subsequent conversation, her mind was excited to inquiries 
which issued in the joyous consciousness of her acceptance 
with Gk)d. We have ample means of ascertaining her state 
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of mind from a tree correspondence into which she entered 
with this gentleman. 

On July 31st she says : *^ I can offer no apology for 
presuming to address you, and I venture to hope you will 
deem the subject on which I write of too great importance 
to require one. I should have preferred a personal interview, 
but fitting opportunity was denied me to speak with yon 
alone. You will perhaps be surprised to learn that I listened 
to your oonverdation, on Mpnday afbemoon, with an earnest- 
ness which nothing but a deep personal interest could have 
imparted. My past history must in some measure be re- 
vealed to make you understand this. 

" When but a child I was admitted into 'the Society ' as 
an earnest seeker of salvation, and earnestly did I strive to 
obtain that blessing which we call 'the witness of the Spirit.' 
But my views of it were so confusedi that I have hitherto 
remained destitute of anything more than a mere intellectual 
ei]joyment of the truth. This I fear I have often mistaken 
for that deeper work of the heart, which I now earnestly de- 
sire to experience. No one could have begun to meet in 
class with a greater horror of hypocrisy than did I. A kind 
but mistaken friend almost compelled me to go there in the 
first instance, and a dread of pladng myself beyond the care 
of the Church, and of quenching the Spirit of Qod which 
strove with me, kept me there. I could not tell you all I 
have thought, and felt, and suffered, during nine years of 
Church membership. Suffice it to say that sometimes I have 
believed myself the possessor, in some degree, of true fedth, 
at others I have sunk into carelessness and departed far 
from God. I have been entangled in the gloomy meshes of 
Calvinism, and what is perhaps worse, bound to my heart a 
sentimental religion. Often, amid all this, I have prayed 
that God would give me true repentance ; for my repentance, 
I have been strongly tempted to believe, was never suffi- 
ciently deep. 
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" But I must now tell yon something of my present expe- 
rience. For some months past I have earnestly desired rest 
from these warring elements within. I have desired to be 
holy, that I might be happy, and render those more so who 
come within the drcle of my influence. Last Sunday this 
desire seemed to gain deeper hold upon my spirit than it 
had ever done, and amounted to a determination to find, if 
possible, that rest I have so long and vainly sought. While 
convefsing with you on Monday afternoon, add listening to 
you in the evening, I fdt as though I was not far from the 
kingdom of Qod. The way to Hhe cross' had never appeared 
to me so simple, and it seemed as though my Saviour was 
saying to me, ' the word is nigh thee, even in thy mouth, 
and in thy heart, if thou can'st but believe.' I now think 
that had I told you my state of mind, you would have been 
able to explain the nature of faith, so that I should have 
realized the coveted blessing. I feel even now the dawn of 
a new existence, and I would not barter my hope of salva- 
tion for the wealth of a dukedom. I seem nearer happiness 
than I have been for years. I hope I am not deceiving my- 
self. I dread a false peace. May I trust to your goodness 
for a little of that counsel I so much need ? " 

On August 18th she again writes : " While reading 
your letter there were momentary gleams of light shot 
across my mind, but they were like the first rays of morn- 
ing, possessing no heat, and waking in my heart no love to 
Him who first loved me. Unlike the rays of morning, how- 
ever, they fuled from me, — 

' Leaving the chill'd jearth without form and void. 
Darkened by my own heart.' 

And thus I am not despairing, but deeply, sadly, depressed, 
with a heart whose fond yearnings have hitherto found no 
satisfying portion, and can find none but in Qod — a mind 
which has had many fountains of natural and intellectual 
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enjoyment opened to it, and has drunk eagerly of each, and 
then, -with a restless dissatisfaction, asked, ' And is this all ? ' 
— a spirit which has ever turned from the vain witcheries of 
earth, feeling that there it could find no home or resting 
place, but which, in its ardent search after knowledge, has 
never come to ' a knowledge of the truth as it is in Jesus.'" 

Several questions here present themselves. Was she cor- 
rect in the views she entertained of her spiritual condition ? 
She was a religious professor ; she was evidently the sub- 
ject of religious emotions ; she was esteemed religious. 
Were her aspirations a morbid longing for excitement, or 
did she really lack the vital element of religious character 1 
Was it wise to conduct her so early to the class-meeting, 
and particularly so, when partial' disinclination existed ? 
How is it to be explained that during those nine years of 
church-fellowship, she remained a seeker of personal re- 
ligion ? 

What is religion ? ' It is important to understand this. 
If inward restraint from immorality — if a degree of interest 
in the perusal of the Scriptures and attending public wor- 
ship — if desires and purposes to be, and do, right — together 
with the observance of private prayer — constitute religion, 
then assuredly she was religious. But these do not consti- 
tute religion. It is more than^a form ; it is a vital power, 
a joyous experience. Of this she was assured. She well 
understood that " the end of the conmiandment is love," 
love that links the heart to Christ in conscious fellowship ; 
that merges all aims in the pursuit of His glory, and is 
therefore '^out of a pure heart." She read and believed 
that '* if any man be in Christ, he is a new creature ; old 
things are passed away ; behold all things are become new." 
These facts will help us to a right determination concerning 
Miss Hessel's spiritual state. She ii^as convinced of guilt, 
and was earnest in her desire to please Qod, but destitute of 
the assurance of His pardoning love. This, upon the 
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authority of His Holy Word, confirmed by the testimony 

of numerous Mends, she believed to be her privilege. 

Many of them could confidently attest that the Spirit bore 

witness with their spirit, that God, for Christ's sake, had 

forgiven them, and adopted them into His family. She had 

no reason to question their testimony. There was no more 

reason to charge them with fitnaticism for asserting, than to 

impeach with ignorance those who disputed this privilege. 

She felt the need of such a blessing. Possessed of it, life 

would become rich in joy. Destitute of it, she must be the 

victim of slavish fear. Happily, she found all she sought. 

Her spirit exulted in blissful consciousness that she was no 

longer a servant, but had become a child of God. With 

glowing confidence she could sing, as, thank God, thousands 

in this kingdom can, and as you, dear reader, assuredly 

may : — 

" My Ood is reconciled, 

HiB pardoning voice I hear, 
He owns me for His child, 
I can no longer fear ; 
With confidence I now draw nigh, 
And * Father, Abba, Father,' cry !** 

On Thursday the 5th of September, while on a visit to 
her friend in Leeds, the Sun of Righteousness poured his 

vitalizing beams upon her soul. In a letter to Miss B , 

written two days afterwards, she supplies some interesting 
particulars : " I have thought of you, and prayed for you, 
that the peace of God which possesses the heart of your 
unworthy friend, may be your portion. Tes ! my dear 
Mend, I, even I, have peace with God, and 'joy in the 

Holy Ghost* By my conversation with Mrs. R , I was 

led to see that my unbelief was more dishonouring to God 
than any other thing. A remark of Miss M 's im- 
pressed me. She said : ' You people talk about sorrow for 
sin, but say little of original transgression. Now we are 
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bom in sm^ and the goilt of Adam*s transgression is upon 
US. We can scarcely be expected to feel mnch sorrow for 
what we cannot help ; our condemnation is that we do not 
seek to have our nature renewed. When " the good news " 
is prodaimed to via, our unbelief must be more displeasing 
to Gk>d than even the sins which have been the fruits of a 
deprayed nature.' I saw this, and felt my mountain of un- 
belief to be the barrier between God and my souL I did 
not rest on the declaration of the Father, that He had given 
to me eternal life in Christ, and that I had eternal life by 
believing. Now I thought it must come to this : £uth 
must come before feeling ; and taking a beautiful hymn 
which Mr. Dunn had sent me, I adopted it as the language 
of my heart. 

' Juat as I am — without one plea 
But that thy blood was ahed for me, 
And that Thou bid'st me come to Thee, 
Oh 1 Lamb of Qod, I come. 

Just as I am — and waiting not 
To rid my soul of one dark blot ; 
To Thee whose blood can cleanse each spot. 
Oh ! Lamb of Grod, I come. 

Just as I am — ^though tossed about 
With many a conflict, many a doubt, 
Fightings within, and fears without, — 
Oh ! Lamb of God, I come. 

Just as I am — ^Thou do*Bt receive, 
Do'st welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve. 
Because Thy promise I befieve : 

Oh ! Lamb of God, I come.' 

.Then taking that blessed declaration of Christ : ^ Verily, 
verily, I say unto you, he that heareth my word, and be- 
lieveth on Him that sent me, hath everlasting life, and shall 
not come into condemnation, but is passed from death unto 
life,' I thought my soul must anchor here. I do and will 
believe it But, said the enemy. Where is your feeling ? 
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My heart replied : I am saved by faith, and if I never feel 
more peace, if thou art permitted to assault me all my life 
through, and shake my trust and mar my peace, I will not 
drop my hold of this faitL And with the Bible open be- 
fore me, on the fifth and sixth of John, I worked on, and 
cast my eye, ever and anon, on those precious promises, 
determined the devil should not rob me of them. I en- 
deavoured to resist every su^estion — and every effort to 
conquer the adversary seemed to strengthen me — ^until 
peace began to tranquilize the billows of temptation, and I 
could sit in the dining-room no longer, but ran up stairs to 
pour out my fiiU heart in praise to God. 

''3ut the conflict was not ended. Satan said ' these are 
easy terms on which to obtain pardon for a life of misdeeds.' 
Easy ! My soul revolted at the thought, and answered : ' I 
know He bore my sins in His own body on the tree. Was 
His life of suffering. His bloody sweat. His death of ignominy 
and shame, and the bitter agony which wrung from His 
bruised spirit that cry which shook earth and heaven : 
" My God ! my God ! why hast thou forsaken me '* — was 
this a trifling ransom 9 And yet that price was paid for 
my redemption — ^as much as if no other sinner had lived to 
need it.' But, said the enemy : ' You must not talk about 
it, for this blessing is of such a delicate nature, that if you 
analyze and describe it, it will vanish.' This was on Thurs- 
day morning, and in the afternoon I had engaged to go 

with Mrs. E and Sarah to dass. Mrs. E asked 

me when we got there, if I would like to be spoken to, or 
I had rather not. Sarah interposed and said, ' Certainly 
Miss Hessel will speak.' Well ! the conflict was a terrible 
one. I opened my lips, and it seemed as if words were put 
into my mouth, and all the while the enemy was telling me 
they were lies. If any one had stood by me, and constantly 
repeated that every word I uttered was a lie, I could not 
have felt more harassed. God, however, verified His promise, 
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and honoured my faith, by strengthening me to overcome 
the enemy. Yesterday was the happiest day of my life. 
To-day I have peace, aye, and joy too. I feel inexpressibly 
happy in writing to you of this love, and shall rejoice when 
I can talk to you of it. 

" God saw not fit that I should receive this blessing as I 
expected. I felt willing, however, to be saved in His own 
way. I cannot refer to any precise moment when I stepped 
out of the kingdom of Satan into the kingdom of Qod. 
To my perception that exact moment was not dear, but it 
is registered on high, and to my mind the assurance is hourly 
more strong. There is not a promise in the Bible which I 
cannot claim — they are all mine in Christ. The assurance 
is as satisfactory as I ever imagined or hoped for — nay, 
more so, the manner of my obtaining it was not as I ex- 
pected. It was no special or mysterious influence which 
came suddenly upon me. It seemed as though Grod re- 
moved every instrument out of the way but His own truth, 
and His own Spirit, and they were sufficient. Oh ! Anna, 
rest your soul on the truth of God, hope against hope. 
Never look inward for the evidence, but rest your hope of 
salvation on the atonement, and believe the Father's decla- 
ration that you have life in Christ, that it is given to you in 
Him. The joy and peace will soon follow. When you fully 
trust, you will be fully at peace. Oh ! dear Anna, what a 
peace is this, after the restless, anxious inquiry of years ! 
My language now is : 

' Now rest my long divided heart, 

Fixed on this blissfdl centre reet. 
Nor ever jrom thy Lord depart, 
With Him of every good possest.' ** 

No wonder she should often afterwards advert to " the 
memorable 5th of September." It was memorable, not 
simply because a fountain of gladness was opened in her 
heart, and blissful prospects were unfolded to her spiritual 
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vision, but also because her whole moral nature was elevated. 
Her Mends concur in the testimony that she verified the 
words of Solomon touching the miuiificence of wisdom : 
" She shall give to thine head an ornament of grace, a 
crown of glory shall she deliver to thee." To a countenance 
naturally pleasing, because replete with intelligence and 
Hndness, was added a new charm, the faint reflection of the 
peace and joy abiding in her heart. Her buoyancy was 
chastened, and a true womanly dignity imparted. 

This change was soon practically manifested. In a letter 
to Mr. Dunn dated Sept. 23rd, she says : " I thank you 
very much for your kind letter. It came quite 'apropos' 
and gladdened my heart. I had purposed going to the 
school in the afternoon, which I think you know I relin- 
qtdshed about twelve months ago— just previously to my 
father's death, and our visit to the Isle of Wight. It was 
always an irksome task to teach in the sabbath-school, but 
I was impressed with the duty, and so took the opportunity 
yesterday, of offering services which had previously been 
earnestly solicited in vain. My humble offering was accepted 
with evident surprise and gladness, and I recommenced my 
mission with fear and trembling. It was indeed barren 
ground, and my spirits well nigh sank when I was placed 
at the head of four or five *boys ' who required somebody 
authoritative. But I found a key to their hearts, and told 
them just enough of ' little Bertie ' to excite their curiosity, 
and promised them more next Sabbath if they remembered 
that. And then I came away thankful for the self-conquest 
I had gained over my natural disinclination to instruct 
children, and praying that the seed sown in weakness might 
one day bear fruit to Him who hath commanded His church 
to feed the lambs of the flock." 

Reader ! has the Saviour who has knocked so lovingly at 
the door of thy affections had admission 1 Has this love of 
God which at once expands, and purifies, and gladdens the 
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heart, been welcomed? If so, await not solicitation to 
benefit the guilty and the ignorant. In the spirit of Him 
who *' came to seek and to save that which was lost/' dis- 
cover some sphere of holy labour. Does not gratitude excite 
every regenerated person to exclaim : 

"O unexampled love ! 

O all-redeeming grace f 
How EHinftly didst thou move 

To save a fidlen race .' 
What shall I do to make it known, » 

What thou for all mankind hast done ? " 

But why did Miss Hessel so long remain a stranger to 
this happy experience ? 

During part of this time, it must be confessed, her re- 
ligion appears to have been formal. ''For some months 
past," however, her spiritual energies had been thoroughly 
roused, and yet she remained destitute of ''the joys of 
salvation.*' 

The indistinctness of her conceptions of the plan of sal- 
vation afford a sufficient explanation. That her views should 
have been indistinct may justly excite surprise. Doubtless 
she supposed she knew the divine method of justifying the 
ungodly. But how often are vague notions dignified with 
the name of knowledge ! Who has not experienced a start- 
ling revelation of this &ct when required to give a definite 
expression to his thoughts 9 We can never be truly said to 
possess knowledge until we can give it definite expression. 
Mere assent to truth is not its possession, apt as we are so 
to regard it. Whoever attempts for the first time to em- 
body sentiments to which he has long given an unhesitating 
consent, will probably find that his views are fitrfrom being 
as dear as he expected. . 

As her perplexities are not uncommon, they shall be 
briefly discussed. She informs Mr. Dunn that she " prayed 
for repentance." If repentance was expected solely in answer 
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to prayer, as wonld appear, here is eyidence of defeddve 
views. While to produce heartfelt contrition is the preroga- 
tive of the Holy Spirit, and He is promised to them that 
ask Him, it i^ required of us to ponder the facts fitted to 
produce that state. Eepentance is a duty to be performed, 
as well as a grace to be received. Dost thou lament, reader, 
the hardness of thine heart ? Turn thy mental eye to the 
goodness of that Grod, who, notwithsteuiding thy provoca- 
tion, has granted thee unnumbered daily blessings ; and, 
above all, to that '^ amazing lOve " He has displayed in offer- 
ing Himself an atoning victim for thy sins ; then shalt thou 
say with Jeremiah : " Mine eye afifecteth mine heart." 
Sorrow is as truly an effect of the contemplation of appro- 
priate facts, as gratitude, or any other emotion. "They 
shall look upon Me whom they have pierced, and they 
shall mourn for Him as one moumeth for his only son.*' 

She grieved that her "repentance was not sufficiently 
deep." Scripture prescribes no standard to measure the 
feeling necessary to genuine repentance. Header, art thou 
really sorry for thy sin ? Does it grieve thee to have 
grieved thy loving God 1 Art thou solicitous to be delivered 
from every habit, purpose, and desire, opposed to His will ? 
And dost thou regard His approval as thy chief good? 
Spend not one moment, then, in attempts to measure thy 
amount of sorrow. Is it not enough that thy Heavenly 
Father is willing to receive thee just as thou art ? Is not 
that willingness expressed in the very &ct of thy sorrow — 
for who, but He, by His Holy Spirit, put thee in possession 
of it 1 Haste, then, instantly, to the offended one. " Him 
that Cometh unto me," says He, " I will in no wise cast 
out" "Behold the Lamb of Qod which taketh away the 
sin of the world." If He took away the sin of the world, 
then He took away thy sin. The Apostle Paul appropriated 
the love of Christ, and thus set an example to every penitent 
Fonder the declaration, — " He loved me, and gave Himself 

E 



68 MEMORIALS OF EUZA HBSSEL. [1850 

for me.''* Bepeat it a hundred, if need be, a thousand 
times. The utterance of the truth to be beUeved is of great 
help in strengthening faith. 

" I have regarded fcdth as some effort of mind." What 
intelligent penitent does not experience perplexity on the 
subject of £uth 1 Very generally it arises from inattention 
to this fact, that the Almighty, in His wondrous goodness, 
has derised a method of salvation apprehensible to the most 
illiterate. " Look unto me and be saved," is the exhorta- 
tion of Holy Writ. Salvation is the divinely ordained result 
of looking to Christ. For the steadfast maintenance of this 
act great effort will generally be necessary, for one of these 
two reasons. His hiowledge of the Divine purity necessa- 
rily directs the attention of an intelligent penitent to the 
magnitude of his guilt, and great effort is required to with- 
draw attention from himself, and fix it solely on the Saviour. 
He who is unassailed by this temptation, will often feel a 
solicitude to experience the results of faith, which may 
divert attention from its object. In no other respect is 
Mth to be regarded as an effort. In conquering the rebel- 
lious will and softening the obdurate heart, the Holy Spirit 
has made the sinner a suitable recipient of Qod's mercy, and 
so far from that mercy being difficult of attainment, it is 
made attainable in the easiest possible method. The moment 
the good news of pardon through what Christ has done for 
me is welcomed — ^the moment that I accept Him as my 
Saviour, the Divine Spirit sheds abroad the love of Qod 
within my heart, and attests my adoption into His family. 

It is a feeling natural to the penitent, that pardon for sin 
so great as his cannot be expected without something great 
being done by him. Here is the glorious truth, however, 
which has simply to be believed by the truly contrite sinner 
in order to experience salvation. By sparing not His own 
Son, but delivering Him up a sin-offering for us all, Qod has 
so effectually declared His abhorrence of transgression^ and 
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His detenaination to punish it, as to render it consistent 
vrith His holiness and justice to pardon all that truly repent. 
As I gaze on that dying Saviour^ I see^ not only these glori- 
ous truths, but also the amazing love of Gk>d to man — to 
me; and contemplating this &ct, the Holy Spirit makes it 
the instrument of my moral renovation. I am constrained 
to love Him who thus loved me. 

'^A tendency was felt to expect salvation because she 
prayed for it." What penitent has not felt this ? If, how- 
ever, I am truly penitent, and wish to surrender to God my 
will, my affections, and every energy of my nature, this is 
Bjb message to me : ''To him that worketh not," that neither 
reads nor prays with a view to merit salvation, "but believeth 
on Him that justifieth the ungodly, his faith is counted 
for righteousness." Reader! thou hast no righteousness. 
Nothing thou canst do can procure thee any. In the 
exuberance of His goodness, Qod has provided it for thee 
in Christ Jesus, and "thy faith," if godly sorrow possess 
thy heart, "is counted to ffiee for righteousness." 

Miss Hessel's long spiritual pupilage is a suggestive fact 
for class-leaders. The interchange of Christian experience 
is calculated to 3rield immense benefit. The magnitude of 
the benefit however, depends greatly upon the intelligence 
as well as piety of the leader. If mere stereotyped phrases 
are periodicaUy re-produced, the profit will be meagre. The 
benefit of a mere emotional stimulation is questionable. 
But if, with such skill as a devout and diligent student of 
the Bible will assuredly acquire, and such fi<klity and kind- 
ness as love to Christ inspires, the conscience is dealt with 
— aroused or instructed as the case may require — ^the class- 
meeting becomes an invaluable auxiliary to the public means 
of grace. That it was not instrumental in conducting her 
to an earlier experience of the blessedness and " power of 
godliness" is to be regretted. Let it not be supposed 
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however, that she derived no benefit. It was with somewhat 
of reluctance she commenced ; but her voluntary continuance 
for so long a period, compels us to regard her reluctance as 
originating chiefly in timidity. To feel that she was within 
the care of the Church, and to dread quenching the Spirit 
of God, were surely no small benefits, were no others expe- 
rienced, and these, she confesses, kept her there. 

The momentous fact here detailed was the consummation 
of her religious training. What an army of young recruits 
would every year be entering the service of our Saviour 
King, if domestic influences were spiritual 1 Does it not 
become the professedly religious parent of every unconverted 
child to ponder the inquiry : " Why is my child yet uncon- 
verted 1 " Parents ! if your solicitude for Christ's honour 
and your children's highest welfare was what it ought to be, 
would not your children be converted? could they withstand 
the combined influences arising from your devout spirit and 
importunate prayers ? Is it not because your spirit is not 
sufficiently devout that theirs is so worldly ? Do we not 
behold in the character of our children, generally, the re- 
flection of our own ? Surely it becomes parents and pastors 
earnestly to inquire what is to be done to secure the young 
for Christ. Their claim on the attention of the church is, 
at the present day, urgent and imperative. 

To determine how &r it may be prudent to urge young 
persons to unite themselves to a Christian church demands 
great wisdom. By no means should they be urged merely 
to gratify their firiends. A complete revulsion against re- 
ligion might be the result. To abandon them to their own 
promptings however, is to deprive them of "the nurture" 
their Lord prescribes. 

The importance of an evangelical, faithful, earnest, and 
instructive ministry is inculcated by Miss Hessel's history. 
The truths she listened to &om the pulpit are frequently 
adverted to, as having contributed to kindle and invigorate 
her noblest aspirations. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Spiritual experience — ^The right view of trials — The sadness caused 
by a review of a mis-spent life — ^The Colosseum in London — 
Marriage of her Brother — Life of Mrs. Sherman — ^Visits Bristol — 
Chatterton— Lines " on the Death of a Friend "— " The Ocean " 
— ^Young's Night Thoughts — Bazaar at Boston-Spa — Mrs. Stowe 
— ^Thoughts suggested by a rainbow — ^Poetry on J^ton's blindness 
— Humiliating ^ acknowledgments — Thankfulness — Intellectual 
pride — ^The Seventh Vial — Moral evil — The importance of spend- 
ing life well. 

Recent converts commonly expect uninterrupted sunshine. 
No cloud of temptation is to darken it. There is no reason 
to believe that such were Miss Hessel's expectations, and 
there is ample evidence that her experiences were far other- 
wise. ''My .new-bom confidence was so vigorously assailed 
by the enemy of souls," she writes on Sept. 24th, " that I 
have since wondered how I maintained it. But the trial of 
my faith was precious in His sight whose strong arm sus- 
tained me, and I met every attack with : ' Thus saith the 
Lord.' And when almost overwhelmed by temptation, my 
soul said, I rest on the word of eternal truth, not on any 
amount of peace or joy I have or may have. God declares 
that I am saved through faith in the blood of the atonement. 
By two immutable things — His word and His oath — He hath 
confirmed that declaration ; and I have ground therefore 
for strong consolation. I dare not make God a liar. I must 
believe His word. Thus hanging on the truth of the Gos- 
pel I realized that peace which passeth understanding ; that 
knowledge of salvation by the remission of sins which I 
feel to be the greatest blessing of my life. It was no over- 
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whelming display to my sotd ; it was the gradual rising of 
the Sun of Bighteousness on my darkened spirit. Many 
clouds flitted before the brightness of His shining, but having 
caught one beam from the centre of that glorious sun, my 
eye of faith was fixed there until the clouds dispersed and 
the shadows fled away, and my spiritual vision was 
strengthened to read, in characters of light upon every sun- 
beam, some precious promise of eternal truth. And that 
light, shedding its rays through my heart, revealed, written 
there by the finger of Gk)d : ' Therefore being justified by 
faith, I have peace with God through our Lord Jesus 
Christ' " — Unless we are to discredit her testimony, or be- 
lieve her to be the victim of delusion. Miss Hessel experi- 
enced the undoubting consciousness of her acceptance with 
God. And why should not all persons desirous of pleasing 
Him experience the same blessing ? He is no respecter of 
persons. Surely it will be admitted to lie within the 
boundaiy of that gracious promise : " If ye being evil, 
know how to give good gifts unto your children, how much 
more will your Heavenly Father give His Holy Spirit to 
them that ask Him ?" The Almighty deems it no honour 
done to Him to expect little from Him. Those who make 
the largest demands on His benevolence honour Him most. 
Assuredly the sole reason of any person earnestly desirous 
of a knowledge of salvation not experiencing it is, that from 
some mental or physical cause it is not expected. " He 
that believeth hath everlasting life." 

In a letter to Mr. Dunn, part of which was inserted in 
the preceding chapter, she says : '^ I am very much pleased 
with ' Bertie's Memorials.' I wish we had more of that 
sanctified poetic talent which Mrs. Bradley so eminently 
possessed. We have had highly gifted women of great 
piety, but they have devoted their poetic talent to the mere 
theory of religion, so to speak. They have imbilied, perhaps 
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unconsciously, something of the great moralist's notion, 
that religion is not a subject suited to the muse. It is an 
utterly false one, and Milton stands pre-eminently first to 
challenge and refute it. Agnes Buhner, in her * Messiah's 
Kingdom,' has done the same, making the fall and the 
atonement the chief subjects of her sweet and often lofty 
song. But Mrs. Bradley, with less strength of mind and 
grasp of thought, has brought another order of talent into 
the service of her God, and one, which had it been unsano- 
tified, would most probably have degenerated into a sickly 
sentimentality. I am very glad I met with the book. I 
know many would not quite approve, but I feel certain it is 
calculated to do much good, not only on account of the re- 
markable narrative it contains, but on account of the style 
in which it is written. I believe there are many pious 
young persons of the same order of mind as Mrs. B., who, 
feeling their talents are not of the kind generally approved 
by matter-of-fact Christians, are led to think there is no 
scope for their exercise in religious subjects. It is well if 
they are saved firom exercising them on subjects injurious 
to a healthy tone of mind and f^tal to religious principles. 
The talent may not be of a high order, but it is true to na- 
ture, and will find a response in many hearts, and touch a 
chord which metaphysical reasoning never would." 

Her conscientiousness and wisdom are equally exhibited 
in the record she makes on October 13th : " I am some- 
times sorely harassed with the reflection that I have sinned 
and I cannot remember how. Sometimes the circumstance, 
but not its particulars, comes to my memory, and I torture 
myself with brooding over what I cannot find out, — at one 
time fancying the uneasiness I experience to be temptation, 
at another condemnation. Whatever it may be, I bring it 
all to the Cross, and find my burden grows light while gazing 
on the ^e of Him who hung there for my transgression.*' 
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One of her fiiends having had the inestimable privilege 
of a religious trainings had long been the subject of earnest 
spiritual aspirations. By a law of our social nature Miss 
Hessel now felt solicitious she should experience a consum- 
mation similar to her own. Apprehending her obstacle to 
be one common to penitents^ she says, October 24th : '' 1 
think I understand your difficulty. You are afraid to come 
and call Gk)d ' Father ' in your present state. You think it 
would be presumption. You think there is nothing in your 
present state of feeling analagous to that of a child. But 
you must trust before expecting to feel. If you feel ever 
so much, you will never be one jot more welcome than you 
are just now." . 

'^I cannot depend upon my frames and feelings/' she 
writes on November 10th, " the life I now live in the flesh 
must be by the faith of the Son of Gk>d. I am tempted to 
think God requires of me a service which I am not in a 
state of health to perform. It must be a temptation, for 
my loving and merciful Father would not do that. He 
knoweth my frame ; He remembereth I am dust. Oh ! how 
grateful to my poor heart is this declaration ! My mind is 
so wandering that I have great difficulty in fixing it on any 
subject for many minutes at a time ; and when I kneel at 
the footstool of mercy, I can scarcely express a want, and 
yet I want everything. Oh ! how much of sin and infirmity 
clings to my holiest offerings. I should indeed despair did 
I not look up to God through Christ, and feel that He re- 
garded me in the fsice of His Son. Sometimes I see and 
contemplate my own sinfulness, and the vileness of my ser- 
vice, and then for one overwhelming moment 

' I catch the sight of Him 
Before whose glance the heavens grow dim.' 

But Jesus comes between the awfiil majesty of heaven and 
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the wona of earth, and shows Himself as the manifestation 
of the Father's love to me. Yes 1 holy, and majestic, and 
fearfiil as is the character of God, He loves all the creatures 
of His care, and more especially those to whom His Son 
has become the acknowledged and received embodiment of 
His eternal love. Surely the language of my heart ought 
to be that of exultation. And yet through bodily suffering 
and consequent mental depression, my cry too often is ' O 
Lord, I am oppressed, undertake for me.' " 

December 25th : " To-day has been one of no ordinaiy 
trial After a sleepless night — one of intense pain and 
ceaseless tossings — my nervous debility rendered me doubly 
unfitted for the severe mental exercises I have been called 
to endure. It seemed but the climax to a long series of 
chafing annoyances and wearying trial, which the grace of 
Qod alone could/have enabled me to sustain with composure. 
' My grace is sufficient for thee,' has been to me a bright 
star in many a dark moment. And never did I feel the ful- 
ness of that blessed promise : ' He giveth more grace,' as 
I have felt it to-day. More grace — ever more, every accu- 
mulation of trial only heightens the value without diminish- 
ing the treasury of that grace — ever more. 

" I have dwelt much to-day on a thought of Elihu Bur- 
rit's, the sense of which is, that when the history of hovels 
and garrets shall be published before an assembled world at 
that last grand audit where all must appear — when private 
histories, hid from the world in the unnoticed circle of 
domestic life, shall be brought out and scrutinized, and re- 
warded by inflexible and unerring justice — many a character 
despised and neglected by men will shine forth with a glory 
and brightness — a sublimity of true Christian heroism — 
before which all that the world esteems noble and heroic 
will fade away and be as nothing. The meekness and 
patience, the long suffering, the silent yet ceaseless aspira- 
tions after conformity to His likeness who was meek and 
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lowly in heart, wMch the world heeds not, will then be seen 
to have an everlasting record, and an everlasting reward. 

" Some spirits seemed formed to cope with great trials, 
to gather strength and flourish when the storm is high and 
the tempest furious, while the lesser perplexities of life 
chafe and bhght and wither them. Such I thought was 
mine." — ^The circumstances through which she was now 
passing excited a doubt whether she had not previously 
misjudged hersell Not being acquainted with them the 
writer can neither affirm nor deny. Supposing she had 
however, he would suggest whether the &ct of her non-re- 
lationship to that order of spirits furnished just cause of 
regret. The spirit that succumbs to *' the lesser perplexi- 
ties of life " evinces that the conquest it gains over the 
greater ones is the result of natural heroism rather than of 
spiritual power. Valuable as is this quality, does not its 
possession diminish the incentive to seek spiritual power ? 
And as that is incomparably more valuable, and as the lesser 
perplexities are of much more frequent occurrence, the 
ability to a)pe with them is surely the more enviable gift. 

Earnestly would the writer solicit attention to the view 
she sets forth of the salutary design of every portion of the 
discipline through which we are called to pass. The recog- 
nition of this fact in the hour of trial would often prove a 
sweet cordial The sentiment was not new to her, but it 
appears to have suffered the &te to which all such senti- 
ments are liable-^that of temporary obscuration. " When 
the light of divine truth shone more clearly on my mind, 
and I was led from my heart to say, — 

' Whate'er my Father wills is best ;* 

when, by fisdth, I caught a glance of the future, and .^ saw 
heaven opened,' and beheld in juxta-position 'the light 
afSictions ' and the ' far more exceeding and eternal weight 
of glory,' and felt that infinite wisdom arranged every link 
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of the intricate chain, and infinite love watched with un- 
wearying eye the purifying process — then I knew that God 
in very fidthfdlness had allotted me just the very trials most 
calculated to benefit me now, and add to my reward here- 
after. I pray that I may distil from each one all the 
salutary influence it is designed to impart. I trust I shall. 
I do feel to hang with more of self-abandonment on Christ 
as my Saviour, and to look up to my Heavenly Father with 
more child-Uke dependence." 

After some days of suffering from which she was recover- 
ing, she writes to Miss W of Skipton, January 21st, 

1851 : ''I sometimes think that some of us would never 
be made meet for heaven at all, if we were not made ' meet 
through suffering.' How diversified are the modes of culti- 
vation which God emplo3n9, and how suited to our different 
temperaments ! Just as the skilfiQ husbandman adapts his 
cultivation to the soil, so our Heavenly Father applies such 
culture as is best suited to cause us to yield frcdt which shall 
redound to His glory, and our j^ture happiness. 

" I have just been reading a very interesting work called 
' Ellen Walsingham, or Growth in Grace.' Should you meet 
with it, you will do well to read it. I am also reading 
'Festus.' It is an extraordinary production, has some 
splendid passages, but such an heterogeneous mass of error 
as destroys much of the pleasure. The drift of the poem is 
this : all spirit will finally be absorbed in God ; the devils 
themselves will be pardoned, and thus absorbed ; so that 
God shall be sole-existent, as He was ere the work of creation 
began. Fatalism and unalterable decrees are prominent. 

''I have lately been reading 'Father Darcy,' a work 
which exhibits the secret workings of that abominable sys- 
tem«of priestcraft, which resulted in the gigantic and horri- 
ble scheme of the ' Gunpowder Plot' How noble minds 
and lofty intellects— great spirits which not a world could 
bow — ^souls capable of angel-deeds of mercy and mighty 
acts of heroism, when rightly influenced and directed, such 
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as Catesb/s and Sir Everard Digby's — ^how sach mighty 
^spirits were perverted, corrupted, and schooled by Jesuits 
sent from Borne, who taught obedience to the church as a 
supreme virtue, until their minds concocted that black 
assassination which the special providence of God alone 
averted ! Oh ! Bome, Borne ! faithfully have thy priesthood 
served the arch-enemy in performing the foulest crimes, — ^in 
making every holy thing subserve thy interest by the most 
unhallowed means." 

" I am wondering how you get on," she writes on Feb. 

3rd, to a young Mend — Mr. B who had recently left 

the village to occupy a new but important sphere of useful- 
ness, ^'I hope you are happy in your present lot. An 
inspired and therefore unerring writer affirms that 'god- 
liness with contentment is great gain.' I trust you possess 
both these in an eminent degree. How much we often 
make our happiness dependent on circumstances, when it 
ought to be wholly independent of them ! Oh, had we but 
correct views of the great end of human existence — were 
we always careful to fill up the outline marked for us by 
infinite wisdom, how little of the canker and rust which so 
often corrode our spirits should we contract ! 

" My own mind has for some time been painfully affected 
by a sense of having trified with that precious boon— Time. 
How little we think of its value 1 Oh ! how sad to sit at 
twilight — ^that season when thought, bidden or unbidden, 
will come — and reflect on hours mis-spent — hours that not 
a world could buy back — which are chronicled in the 
archives of heaven, whence no recording angel's pen may be 
permitted to blot them out. Truly 

* *Tis a mournful story, 
Thus on the ear of pensive eve, to tell 
Of morning's firm resolves, the vanished glory ; 
Hope's honey left to wither in the bell. 
And plants of mercy dead, that might have bloomed so welL' 
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But a yet more mournful story may fall on our ears and 
hearts with a crushing weight in life's twilight^ — ^between 
the day of this life and the darkness in which it will surely 
be quenched. And oh ! in that sad twilight, for conscience 
to listen to the story of a life frittered away in busy-nothing- 
ness, and all too surely feel that to redeem the time would 
now be a vain attempt ! May you and I be more than ever 
impressed with the. value of this gift, for which we shall 
assuredly be called to render account ! " 

After mentioning some spiritual trials, she proceeds : 
"How much we need the wisdom which cometh from 
above ! But how encotiraging are the promises of God with 
reference to all needfiil grace ! There is a day coming when 
all these dark spots in our history will be illumined — 
when these hidden and mysterious links, by which all that 
has made up our life was connected, will be uncovered — 
and if we fulfil our part, how beautiful and harmonious will 
that chain appear ! Already as we advance in the Christian 
course, we begin to understand '* the why and the wherefore' 
of many things which but lately were inexplicable. Just 
as the Alpine traveller in his upward course sees more and 
more of the landscape below, till he reaches the summit, 
and standing on its topmost height, sees the whole in all its 
variety and beauty, with every winding path by which he 
has been conducted, and feels that his own wisdom would 
not have guided him thither by that path ; so shall we, 
when standing by the side of our heavenly guide, see and 
feel that all our wanderings in the wilderness, by paths we 
knew not, were necessary for our well being. 

" I often think of my feelings when, after a toilsome ascent 
to the top of the Colosseum in London, a vast Panorama of 
Paris burst upon my view. Every object in that stupendous 
work of art was as distinct as possible. We were supposed 
to see the whole £rom a balloon, and had the moon and stars 
for our companions — the rays of the former continually 
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dancing on and illuminating the dark waters which sur- 
rounded the walls of the Bastile. Every individual in the 
thronging streets was as clearly defined, and as distinctly 
seen, as the thousand domes and towers which lifted their 
heads in the brilliant light of the moon, and the ten thou- 
sand glowing lamps of the dty. Every home of private 
life was as visible as that scene of startling revolutionary 
power which thrilled all Europe, and crushed a mighty 
monarchy in a few brief hours. All this the eye took in at 
a glance — ^with such power had genius invested a mortal 
I cannot tell you how many useful lessons I learned while 
leaning on the balcony which surrounded the Colosseum 
dome. Certainly my spirit derived a newborn confidence 
in the providence of Him, to whose eye the vast panorama 
of worlds is open, and to whom nothing in His creation is 
either great or small It is difficult often to account for the 
impressions made on the mind through the medium of the 
senses, or to trace the subtle and mysterious process of 
thought and analogy. 

'' But my paper admonisheth me to dose this rambling 
scrawl Like Mark Antony in speaking, I have written 
' straight on,' and you must take, just as they come, the 
thoughts which have oozed through my pen from that heter- 
ogeneous mass of complicated mysteries, 'ydept my brain." 

Feb. 21st : ^' It becometh me to sing of mercy and 
deliverance. I have had distressing conflicts lately, and. 
often have I feared that the light within me would become 
darkness. It has seemed sometimes as though the enemy 
possessed the power of perverting my judgment and ob- 
souring my mental vision, and in this state, the atonement, 
as the only ground of my salvation, has been hid from my 
view, and my own obedience to the law of Qod has been 
exalted in its place. My deficiency in fdlfilling that law 
became a source of great and harassing disquietude until it 
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pleased Qod to rebuke the enemy, and then I saw again that 
the precious blood of the Lord Jesus Christ must be my 
glory, and that by faith He was made unto me * righteous- 
ness^ and sanctification, and redemption.' It is only when 
forgetting the ground of my confidence, that darkness and 
perplexity and fear come upon me." 

The following brief extract from a letter to Mr. B- 



reveals a characteristic appreciation of kindness. Feb. 
26th : " Since I saw you I have been very poorly, and on 
Tuesday had another, and I hope the last, remnant of these 
buried antiquities excavated from the depths of my poor 
lacerated gums. I hav*nt read Mr. Layard's Nineveh j al- 
though I have seen the Nineveh sculptures which he has 
sent to the British Museum, which may account for my 
talking of antiquities and excavations. Well, all these 
rather unpleasant tests of my courage have left me very 
feeble and ' shaky,' with an aspen-like propensity to be 
very tremulous, and a strong predilection for fiEuicying I 
cannot work, <&;c. In a word, I feel as though I were re- 
covering from a month's wasting illness, so complete has 
been the prostration of my strength. The ladies came to 
the Bible-class on Monday night, but I was in bed ; and 
your sister ^^nnah, with the compassion of an angel, came 
and sat by me for an hour and a half, although Mr. and 

Mrs. S. were at your house to tea." 

'^ I have passed through much bodily suffering lately," 
she writes for private perusal, March 2nd, '^ which has tended 
to depress my spirit, but amid it all I have been able to 
recognize my Heavenly Father's tenderness and care. I 
know that nothing which concerns me, however small, is 
beneath His notice ; and I have not shrunk from bringing 
my weakness and fears to a throne of grace, and asking for 
physical strength to enable me to undergo the severe treat- 
ment to which I have been subject And in the hour when 
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that strength and courage were most needed^ a hand divine 
supplied it, and while others wondered, I only felt that 
' when I was weak, then I was strong ' in a strength not 
my own. My mind too has been preserved fi:om those 
reasonings and doubts which not long ago perplexed me, 
and that blessed record of God's will to me, has possessed 
additional value. I have dwelt much on that blessed decla- 
ration of my Saviour to His disciples : ' If ye continue in 
my word then are ye my disciples indeed, and ye shall know 
the truth, and the truth shall make you free.' This morning, 
while reading the eighth chapter of Romans, the second 
verse seemed invested with special interest, and came home 
to my heart as a fiill and sufficient answer to all the tempta- 
tions with which Satan has been permitted to assail me, 
with reference to the value of the atonement : ' For the law 
of the Spirit of life in Christ Jesus hath made me free from 
the law of sin and death.' Thus I saw more than ever 
clearly the vast superiority of that glorious dispensation 
which Christ introduced, when, clothed in our nature. He 
came to make that atonement which the ceremonial law had 
so long typified." 

With invigorated, though by no means robust health, her 
brother had entered, in the preceding autumn, upon a new 
sphere of ministerial duty in the city of Bristol He con- 
templated the consunmiation of an interesting engagement 
with a lady resident there. To this sister-elect Miss Hessel 
writes, in strains which suffering prompted, March 5th : " I 
expect great pleasure from knowing you, and if I have not 
been very enthusiastic in the expression of my feelings, it 
is because I have learned to look on all things ' not as in 
the hour of thoughtless youth,' but with the eye of one who 
has known many changes and vicissitudes, and not a few 
disappointments, and whose spirit has been chastened and 
subdued by a course of severe but salutaiy discipline. 
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What a spirit like my own might have been without all this, 
and the influences of the religion of Him who was ' meek 
and lowly in heart/ I tremble to contemplate. Whither all 
its daring aspirations, its wild and restless dreams of am- 
bition, and its fltfdl and uncertain exhibitions of power 
might have tended, I know not. I can only rejoice that I 
have been stricken in Fatherly loye, and ^ taught by sighs 
and sufferings ' what nothing else could have taught me." 

The celebration of her brother's marriage was fixed for 
the 12th, and on that day she writes to him : ^'I suppose 
by this time you are married. I hope you have not found 
the unfsivourable morning damp your spirits, whatever it 
may have done your dresses. After such a glorious day as 
we had yesterday, I was not prepared for the rain which 
unfortunately for you has set in. I am hoping it may be 
less unpleasant at Bristol. After all it is not of material con- 
sequence. Though the sunshine without is very delightful, 
and often makes the senses almost giddy with its joyous 
radiance, yet the sunshine of the heart is of more value, and 
that I hope both yourself and she, who is now indissolubly 
one with you, possess. I can only add to my most earnest 
wishes for your happiness, my fervent prayers fgr your future 
weal, and your increased usefdlness in the church of God. 
Qive my love to Sarah, and tell her how much I desire that 
she should be the means of sustaining and improving your 
character as a Christian minister and pastor. If she has 
not read Mrs. Sherman's life I am sure she will be delighted 
with it. Perhaps no woman could be found whose example 
in every respect is better worthy of imitation. Gentle and 
retiring, 'every inch a woman,' yet all the powers of a 
highly cultivated and richly stored mind were brought to 
bear on the elevation of her husband's piety and miBisterial 
character, and the interests of the church over which he 
was pastor. May you be blessed in each other, and to each 
other, and be made a blessing wherever your lot is cast." 
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Early in May she visited the bridal pair. On the 21 st 

she writes to her friend Mrs. S : " I have eigoyed my 

visit very much so &r. I like my new sister and her family, 
but I can better describe her in a tete-a-tete than in a 
letter." 

In a letter to Miss G , and another to Miss N , 

written next day, she reveals her strong sympathy with 
genius : " We are close to Redcliffe church — perhaps the 
finest parish church I ever saw. It is constantly open, and 
visitors are freely admitted. We spent a pleasant hour 
there yesterday, and purpose going again. The sculpture, 
monumental brasses, and some immense paintings by 
Hogarth, together with the armour of Sir William Fenn, 
and the tattered flags which were used in the Eevolution, 
all fiimish subjects of deep interest to such a relic-lover as 
myself. Then we mounted the leads, and reverently entered 
Ghatterton's room, saw the identical old oak chests from 
which he professed to bring forth the poems of Thomas 
Bowley, the monk, but which were in fact the productions 
of his own extraordinary genius. The sad history of the 
young poet seemed all to pass before me — ^the scorn which 
was poured upon him for that one sad departure from truth 
— ^the utter neglect in which he was left to pine by those 
who should have nursed the bud of promise — ^and the 
melancholy end to which he came, when despair had done 
her work upon him. His statue at one «time adorned the 
church, but many objected to it. Very little is said of him. 
Anything like eager curiosity to know more of his daily 
life is at once checked, and the old oak chests alone remain, 
in their mouldering silence, to tell of his wrongs and errors, 
and the bitter, pinching poverty which quenched the glorious 
light of such a spirit in everlasting darkness.** 

On the 28th she writes to Miss S. R : " I have seen 

but little of the country compared with what I am to see, 
but I have had two most delightful drives with Mrs. H 
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to Gifton^ and Cooke's folly. From the latter place, there 
is a magnificent view of the channel and the Welsh moun- 
tains ; and down at Portshead, whither we are going some 
day, it looks as if one could shake hands with our Welsh 
neighbours across the channel. Cliffcon, and the scenery 
around, is beautifdl, and you cannot help thinking it 'bright 
as aught in £dry dreams.' As I stood in Cooke's folly, the 
glorious sunset tinged the mountains and bathed the whole 
landscape in a flood of golden light, reminding one, in its 
effects on the channel, of one part of the vision of the 
Apocalypse, 'a sea of glass mingled with fire.' Unin- 
spired words are too poor to describe it. Oh ! you would 
have loved to wander with me through dear old Redcliffe 
church, to have ascended the spiral staircase, and stood 
amid the crumbling oak chests where poor Chatterton spent 
his boyish hours, and through the loopholes of such a re- 
treat have gazed upon the busy world. But I am not going 
to write about Chatterton. It makes me melancholy to 
think of him, and few people sympathize with my feelings 
for the man whom his fellow-townsmen would disown if 
they couldi — ^who lived a lie and died a suicide. But I think 
of him as he might have been, a glorious sun, whose moral 
and intellectual radiance would have gilded the world, had 
some kind hand been found to lead him to the source of all 
true knowledge and happiness." 

Her visit, intended for a few weeks, was protracted beyond 
four months. How greatly she enjoyed it two brief sen- 
tences to her Mend in Leeds sufficiently attest. They were 
written on Sept. 13th, a few days before she left : — " I have 
much to tell you of dear old Bristol, the city of the west, 
and its noble children. God bless them for the love and 
heart-warm kindness they have shewn to a stranger and 
sojourner within their waUs." 

Having expressed her purpose to visit this friend shortly 
she adds : *' While I write a thousand thoughts flit through 
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my mind of the liallowed hours which, last year at this 
time, I spent under your roo£ Twelve months have now 
elapsed since your house was daguerreotyped in my memory 
as my spiritual birth-place, and shall I come again, after the 
lapse of a year, with all its vicissitudes, to set up my Ebe- 
nezer on Uie spot which is hallowed in my heart beyond 
every other spot in the world 9 " 

During her stay at Bristol, a relative of Mrs. W. Hessel's, 
after a severe and protracted illness, sustained with exem- 
plary Christian patience, was called to her eternal rest. 
Her decease occasioned the following effusion from Miss 
HesseFs muse : — 

Thine is the Tictory ! The mortal strife. 
The straggle and the conflict, all are o'er ; 

And thou hast dropt the weary load of life. 
To feel its crushing weight of care no more ; 

Nor pain, nor grief, can shed their withering blight, 

Where thou art now enrobed in glorious light. 

O thou art blest t the meed of patient fidth, 
And suffering, borne with angel grace is thine ; 

Death flung no darkness o'er the untried path. 
Which thou didst tread, sustained by power divine ; 

Earth's shadows sunk before the undouded ray. 

Which burst upon thy spirit's heavenward way. 

E'en while with us a chastened joy was thine, 
A radiant peace, that told of commune high. 

And hopes and aspirations all divine, 
Bearing the stamp of immortality ; 

But now thy spirit's loftier powers adore 

The triune Deity for evermore. 

And, oh ! to see thee in the sapphire skies, 
The crown immortal on thy glorious brow. 

The conqueror's palm, the harp of Paradise, 
The dazzling throne where burning seraphs bow ; 

Our faith beholds thee 'mid the radiant throng, 

And fiun, with thee, would swell the rapturous song. 



1851] " THB OCEAN." 77 

With an eye for the grand as well as the beautiful in 
nature, it could not be expected that she would reside so 
long in a sea-port town, and become familiar with the varied 
moods of '^old ocean/' without having her sensibilities 
powerfully excited. Whether she had ever attempted to 
clothe them in rhyme while at Scarbro', or whether she had 
been repelled by the vastness of the theme, I cannot say. 
She was bold enough to make the attempt at Bristol how- 
ever, and the result will interest her personal friends at all 

events. 

THE OCEAN. 

''And the gathering together of the waters called He Seas.'' — 

Gbzt. L 10. 

Thou mighty ocean rolling on. 

In pomp and power for evermore ; 
From cUme to clime thy sound hath gone, 

From shore to echoing shore ; 
A type of that which cannot die, 
A symbol of eternity. 

Heard was thy voice when first the earth 

From her primeval chaos sprang ; 
While yet the glory of her birth 

The morning stars together sang ; 
As darkness from his throne was hurl'd 
And sunlight flashed upon the world. 

Time, that hath crumbled to the gtound 
The towers that swept the £ir-off sky. 

And spread stem desolation round 
Beneath his withering eye. 

Hath looked on thee in calm despair, 

And never wreaked his vengeance there. 

Thou wert a wonder ever-more, 

Thou art a thing of wonder still ; 
Unsolved by depth of human lore, 

TJnpieroed by mortal skill ; 
With the sublimest mysteiy fraught. 
Deeper than all the depths of thought. 



78 inSMOBIALS OF EUZA BES8EL. [18^1 

Thotl mighty one 1 thoa goest forth 

On thine unwearied way alone, 
A joumeyer to the ends of earth, 

To distant lands unknown ; 
Ranging the desert wastes untrod, 
TJnsearohed, bat by the eye of God. 

Ketain thy gems and jewels rare. 

To blaze within thy caverns' shrine ; 

But earth^s lost children slumbering there. 
Ocean, were never thine I 

Give back from thine un&thomed bed. 

Thou shalt not keep thy numerous dead. 

A voice shall wake them from their sleep, 
From thy lone depths the dead shall call ; 

Heaven's final thunders on the deep, 
In awful wrath shall fall. 

Boll on in thine unconquered sway, 

Thou art the creature of a day. 

When suns shall vanish from the skies. 
When stars shall sink in dim decay. 

When with a great, portentous noise. 
Heaven, earth, shall pass away ; 

The winds that sweep the swelling wave, 

Shall sing the dirge above thy grave. 

" I wonder how it is," she writes privately on Nov. 2nd, 
" I often ask myself the question, that after all the displays 
of Gkxl's free, unmerited goodness towards me, I so fre- 
quently peruse the record of His love with indifference. 
No light seems to shine on the sacred page, the words make 
little or no impression on my heart. How callous that 
heart must be ! Every sentence of that blessed word is an 
emanation of the Sun of Bighteousness, and yet it £uls to 
warm and cheer. Is it possible, I ask myself, as I remem- 
ber how I have read that Book, that I can trace characters 
which are the record of my Heavenly Father's love, and 
remain unmoved 9 Oh ! Qod the Father, who hath loved 
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me j God the Son, who hath redeemed me ; Qod the Holy 
Ghost, who hath sealed me, I trust, unto the day of re- 
demption, have mercy upon me. I stand astonished at the 
love which has not given me over to hardness of heart 

' Jesus, thou art all compassion, 
Pure, unbounded love thou art.' 

" Unbounded ! or it would not have so long spared me 
who have so long cumbered the ground. I come to the 
mercy-seat, even as at first I came, with — 

' No other hope, no other plea, 
Jesus hath lived, hath died for me.' 

" On this blessed Sabbath evening I renew my vows of 
consecration : — 

' This day the covenant I sign. 

The bond of pure and perfect peace ; 
Nor can I doubt its power divine, 

Since sealed with Jesus' blood it is ; 
The blood I take, — the blood alone, 
And make the oov'nant peace my own.' " 

With a view to their mutual improvement. Miss Hessel 
and her attached friend at Leeds, had wisely agreed to read 
the same works at the same time as frequently as prac- 
ticable, and compare notes of their criticisms. Young's 
Night Thoughts was now in hand. "Many thanks, my 
dear girl,*' she writes on Nov. 9th, " for the packet which 
came so seasonably on Saturday morning. I have been so 
much occupied with ^ the basket,' and other things, that I 
have read but little of Young. However, in conning the 
first, and part of the second, ^ night,' I have found many a 
passage which my girlish admiration, long years ago, led me 
to pencil, and which my taste now, true to early instincts, 
most admires. Some of them are those you quote. This 
coincidence has gratified me. It would require more time 
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than I have tliis afternoon to tell you my thinkings on these 
sublime and often startHng 'Thoughts.' I am strongly 
tempted to delay my communication until another day, but 
it occurs to me that I have read Young to little purpose if 
I have not learnt that — 

' Thoughts shut up want air. 
And spoil, like bales nnopened to the sun.* 

Even 'good sense will stagnate/ and as I am not over- 
burdened with either the one or the other, I will endeavour 
to make use of what I have, and may be I shall acquire 
more in the effort. 

'^ I may tell you that I admire the paragraph beginning 
* Know'st thou Lorenzo ! what a friend contains V and also 
that on the next page, ' Celestial happiness,' &c, I think 
I need scarcely repeat to you now that 

' True love strikes root in reason, passion's foe.' 

I find I have read part of the third 'night,' and have shud- 
dered at the awfiil spectacle of human depravity which is 
suggested by 

' That hideous sight, a naked human heart.' 

" And now turn we from what you have aptly termed a 
mine of mental wealth, for just a word on the huge volume 

lying before me, ' Southe/s Works Complete.' Mr. W 

brought it me the other night, and read us the greater part 
of ' The Curse of Kehama.' 'Tis a strange, wild tale, 
founded on the mythology of that vast, strange, and to me, 
fascinating country, India. I think I like it best of all the 
poems of that mighty minstrel, who ' sang of Thalaba, the 
wild and wondrous tale.' I wish we could read it together. 
It would just suit you. I have found in it, like yourself in 
Young, many a little gem of thought, and many a beautiftd 
passage which have long been familiar in my mouth as 
household words, and nearly all those old bedlads which 
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clianned my &aicy, or froze my yotmg blood, I find are 
Southey's. I "wish I had time to copy you a few of the 
splendid passages from ^ the fdneral of Arvalan.' " 

For the next six or eight months her energies flowed in 
a purely practical channel For the purpose of relieving 
their " holy and beautiful house " from an oppressive debt, 
the Wesleyan ladies at Boston Spa had resolved, amongst 
other expedients, to get up a bazaar. While at Ventnor, 
Miss Hessel had cheerfdlly complied with a request to render 
" her best aid." At that period she was devoting her leisure 
to a similar project in that island to pay off a debt upon a 
sabbath-schooL ''I am the more interested in it," said 
she, with characteristic sympathy for everything generous, 
''as a Yorkshire Mend, now residing at Newport, has been 
the means of pushing the matter, and has formed a variety 
of schemes creditable to his head and heart for removing 
the debt. This is the more generous as he has not been 
long in Newport, and does not intend staying many more 
months. I shall therefore devote my leisure to this object 
while here, and when I get back to Boston Spa, offer the 
best of my poor service to the cause there." 

Her conduct evinced that she was no mere consenting 
party to this bazaar at Boston Spa. Associated with other 
ladies no less devoted, she begged, stitched, shaped, and 
sold, till a handsome sum was realized. An itinerating 
basket, famished by benevolent hands, was enlisted as aux- 
iliary, and these, with munificent private donations, aided 
by a loan to be repaid without interest, ultimately issued 
in an amount which virtually annihilated the debt. This 
achievement was a source of great gratification. 

During the preparations for this bazaar, I apprehend, the 
annexed letter was written to her brother : " I have sat 
down to commence a letter to you while mother is deeply 
immersed in the fascinations of ' Uncle Tom,' which has 



82 MEMOBIALS OF ELIZA HES8EL. [1852 

been tmdergoing a sqoond and audible reading in onr little 
fsunily circle. As it is many weeks since I read it first, I 
am quite gratified with a second reading, or rather hearing, 
for I generally work while some kind Mend or other reads 
to ns. Do not Mrs. Stowe's descriptions remind you of 
Charles Dickens, although possessing somewhat more refine- 
ment ? She is a noble woman, fit only to be ranked with 
Clarkson, Wilberforce, Elizabeth Fry, and such bene&ctors 
of their race. Is it not a noble instance of generosity 
that the two thousand five hundred pounds which her 
American bookseller has handed over to her, has every 
penny been given to the abolition fund ) I suppose she has ' 
no interest in the English editions. I hope, however, the 
proposed penny subscription will be carried out, one-half to 
be presented as a testimonial to the authoress, and the other 
half to be given to the abolition fund. Such a tribute is 
only fitting and proper from Britain to her daughter in the 
feu: west. I cannot tell you how proud I feel that the hand 
which has come forth to inscribe on the tottering walls and 
crumbling towers of slavery their irreversible doom — which 
in the sight of all Christian Europe and America has held 
up to the * Belshazzars' enthroned on the necks of two mil- 
lions of God's human children,' ' the Mene, Mene, Tekel, 
Upharsin,' of the wanton empire over the bodies and souls 
of men — I cannot tell you how proud I feel that that hand 
which has traced no shadowy mystic lines to endure but 
for a day, is a woman's hand. Mrs. Stowe is a fine woman, 
and there is a rich glow of true old English freedom in her 
noble heart, which has maintained aU the characteristics of 
the mother country in spite of the associations and influ- 
ences of the western world." 

Duiing the bazaar, Miss Hessel was £avoured with the 
presence and help of her Mend from Leeds, and at its dose 
accompanied her home. On August 8th she writes : *' The 
excitement and bustle of the bazaar, and the dissipation of 
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SO much company as we have had for the last five weeks is 
all over, and I have just returned from Leeds to fall again 
into old and quieter habits. I returned last night, sobered 
and perhaps a little saddened by the anticipation of some 
months of seclusion and retirement. Still I felt great tran- 
quility of spirit. I never visit my dear Mends at Bound- 
day-terrace but I realize something of this kind. The very 
atmosphere of that dear old dining-room where peace was 
first whispered to my tempest-tossed spirit, seems to have 
a soothing influence on my mind. I parted with regret 
from one whose friendship is becoming increasingly dear. 
I thank God for such a friend, and for such a friendship. 
It has been a plant of somewhat tardy growtL I look back 
with pleasing wonder on its unfolding blossoms. 

'^My journey home was a pleasant one. We had no 
sooner fled from the smoke of Leeds, and got a glimpse of 
the luxuriant valleys waving with corn, than a ms^estic 
rainbow appeared, spanning the whole horizon, and deepen- 
ing in intensity of colouring until its brightness dazzled the 
eye. As our train whizzed on immediately under its glori- 
ous arch, it seemed to me the visible sign of my Heavenly 
Father's covenanted protection. And as I watched it drip- 
ping its skirt of emerald and sapphire in the waving com 
fields, and spanning tower and village with its gorgeous 
tints, I was reminded with peculiar forcefdlness of the words 
of Jehovah : ' I do set my bow in the clouds, and it shaU 
be for a token of a covenant between me and the earth.' 
The valleys, standing thick with yellow com, and the hills 
dothed with verdure, seemed to rejoice in that covenanted 
sign of a Mthful, promise-keeping Ood. I cannot describe 
all the hallowed influence sent down into my heart by the 
reflections which were awakened while gazing upon this 
scene. My faith's dimmed eye was cleared to behold that 
better covenant; her feeble yet outstretched hand was 
strengthened to grasp more firmly the Angel of that cove- 
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nant ; and her drooping wing was plumed afresh to mount 
higher and still higher, so that the cleared yision might take 
in a greater expanse of that glorious covenant which spans 
the world, and the strengthened hand grasp more firmly 
that of the coyenant Angel, and find him ' strong to save.' " 
Three days later she communicates some interesting re- 
miniscences and valuable experiences to the firiend she had 
just left : " I have just witnessed the last departure to ^the 
land of Nod/ dear Sarah, and have placed my little table 
and desk on the hearth-rug by the fire — ^for we have to re- 
sort to this comfort on this all but comfortless day — ^with 
the intention of having half an hour's chat with you ere I 
ascend to my dormitory. The wind reminds me of Novem- 
ber, and ever and anon breaks on my ears like whispered 
wailings from a world of moaning spirits. I seem to-night 
to have gone back some five years of my existence, and to 
realize, with strange distinctness, the habits and feelings of 
seventeen. I remember how I used, night after night, to 
sit at this very desk and table with books and papers around 
me, in the old sitting-room at Catterton, when the wind 
howled in the chimney, and whistled round the old walls of 
my birth-place, rocking the trees of the rookery, while 

' The stonny woods against the sky 
Their giant branches tossed.* 

There have I sat trimming my midnight lamp, and overtax- 
ing a spirit ^too highly wrought and too severely tried.' 
Amid solitary scenes like these, my dear Sarah, has the 
character of your friend been moulded ; by influences such 
as these have those lines of character been formed, which 
you perhaps better understand than any other person. 
When I think that the strife and struggle, the battle of my 
mental life was all for the attainment of one grand object, 
of the nature of which I was supremely ignorant — ^true 
happiness ; and when I reflect that I sit here to-night in 
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possession of that for which I so blindly struggled^ my 

spirit is bowed in wondering gratitude to that Gk>d who 

has truly * led me by a way which I knew not.' Oh ! how 

long I 

' Battled with the unceasing spray, 
And sank overwearied in the stormy strife. 
Yet rose to strive again/ 

For the sure and steadfast anchorage of my long tempest- 
tossed bark I thank my God. But forgive me for all this 
egotism. I really did not intend one bit of it. I started 
without a helm, and these winds have driven my little ves- 
sel from her course." 

On September 2nd she writes to the same friend : " I 
cannot say with you, dear Sarah, that I am sending the 
'first fruits' of early rising, for I have been selfish enough 
to appropriate the first portion of the time thus redeemed 
to a stroll along the banks of the Wharfe. Still I have so 
much more time on my hands that I have an earlier oppor- 
tunity of replying to your truly welcome epistle. You are 
a good girl, and I have no fault to find with you. I have, 
however, to thank you for your letter, and for the precious 
gem which you enclosed. It is exquisite. Oh ! I felt as if 
I would gladly have paid the penalty — the loss of earthly 
vision — ^to feel that that ' glorious fece ' was ' leaning to- 
wards me,* — ^to nestle under the shadow of that wing, and 
feel that it made my only darkness. Oh ! for such visions, 
such ' strains divine,' and ' waves of thought ' rolling on the 
spirit ! It seemed to me but a light thing to close the eyes 
on earth, and open them in heaven. I cannot thank you 
too fervently for putting me in possession of such a trea- 
sure." — ^The reader's curiosity will be excited as to what 
this " precious gem " could be, the possession of which 
was deemed " such a treasure." I am happy to be able to 
gratify it. It was a poetical composition, reputed to be 
Milton's, on his blindness. Though since discovered to be a 
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* 

modem production, and thus diyested of some portion of 
its charm, it has considerable intrinsic merit. 

" I am old and blind ! 
Men point at me as smitten by God's firown : 
Afflicted, and deserted of my kind, 

Yet am I not cast down ) 

I am weak, yet strong. 
I murmur not that I no longer see. 
Poor, old, and helpless, I the more belong. 

Father Supreme ! to Thee. 

O, merciful One ! 
When men are fiirthest, then Thou art most near ; 
When friends pass by, my weakness shun. 

Thy chariot I hear. 

Thy glorious &ce 
Is leaning towards me ; its holy light 
Shines in upon my lonely dwelling-place, 

And there is no more night. 

On my bended knee 
I recognize Thy purpose, clearly shown : 
My vision Thou hast dimm*d, that I may see 

Thyself— Thyself alone. 

I have nought to fear : 
This darkness is the shadow of Thy wing ; 
Beneath it I am almost sacred ; here 

Can come no evil thing. 

Oh ) I seem to stand 
Trembling, where foot of mortal ne'er hath been : 
Wrapp'c^in the radiance of that sinless land, 

Which eye hath never seen. 

Visions come and go ; 
Shapes of resplendent beauty round me throng. 
From angel lips I seem to hear the flow 

Of soft and holy song. 

It is nothing now. 
When heaven is opening on my sightless eyes, — 
When airs from Paradise refresh my brow, 

That earth in darkness lies. 
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Id a purer dime 
My being fills with rapture : waves of thought 
Boll in upon my spirit ; strains sublime 

Break over me unsought. 

Give me now my lyre ! 
I feel the stirrings of a gift Divine ; 
Within my bosom glows unearthly fire. 

Lit by no skill of mine ! " 

She proceeds : " Your letter awakened in my mind many 
painful reflections. Your confessions are sacred with your 
friend. Would that yours was an isolated case ! I almost 
trembled as you lifibed the curtain and admitted me into the 
secret chambers of your hearty for I felt that however self- 
abased my fidend might be, I had a retrospect more humili- 
ating and Grod-dishonouring still. Shall I, in turn, raise 
the curtain, and from that sacred deposit of thought and 
feeling, my Diary, give you a sketch of what your Mend is, 
and has been ? 

" * Oh ! when I look back upon the workings of my heart, 
even since I professed to be a follower of the spotless Lamb, 
the blush of shame may well suffuse my cheek Gk»d has 
given me an ardent and aspiring nature, doubtless that it 
may seek sfter noble attainments. But how have I abused 
this gift 1 Alas ! I have wickedly coveted in turn every- 
thing which the world holds great and good. I have yearned 
for gifts which Qod has denied, for wealth and fame, for 
beauty and distinction, for " lips on which the mystic bee 
hath dropped the honey of persuasion,'' for " the glorious 
burst of winged words " to give expression to the burning 
thoughts of my soul. And for what ? To glorify myself ! 
With shame I make this confession, and leave it recorded 
here. Should it survive the hand which l^as now given it 
a form, perhaps some whom I love may be warned by it. 
How much it has cost me to purge out this old leaven I 
cannot describe. How much God has had to do with me 
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ere I could bless His name for what His wisdom has with- 
held, as well as for what His love has given, is more than 
my pen can set forth. He has seen fit to compass me with 
infinnity ; bat, in answer to the sighs and tears and ago- 
nizing prayers which have come up before him, the assurance 
has been given : " My grace is sufficient for thee." Oh ! 
when I stand beside my sympathizing and glorified Re- 
deemer, and when He shall place on my immortal brow the 
crown, which by suffering He hath won for me, shall I then 
murmur that my lot on earth was not a nobler one ? Shall 
I mourn that the aspiring soul was for a brief space tram- 
melled and fettered by infirmity and suffering ? No ! But 
viewing the life-long stru^le against flesh and blood, and 
rejoicing in the loftier powers of the enfranchised spirit, 
methinks my song of bursting gladness will be : " Thanks 
be to God who giveth me the victory, through our Lord 
Jesus Christ." ' 

" How much we have to be thankful for, dear Sarah ! 
Let us see to it that our lives are not only one continued 
service of thanks-giving, but of thanks-living. I have 
learned many a salutary lesson of my own littleness in a 
crowded city, and I have gone forth, and 'in the dim 
woods* leafy solitude,* have blessed Gk>d that such an atom, 
* a speck on the sea-shore of creation,' should be endowed 
with so many sources of happiness, — should have a soul 
attuned to all the harmonies of nature, — a spiritual ear 
listening to the * voices of visionless things,' — ^bodily senses 
which drink in happiness, and, above all, a soul ' immortal 
as its sire,' created to know and love Him for ever." 

''The Psalmist's declaration has been confirmed in my 
experience," she records in her Journal, September 29th : 
" ' In the time of trouble He shall hide me in His pavilion, 
in the secret of His tabernacle shall He hide me, He shall 
set me up upon a rock.' While passing through fiery trials — 
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trials of my Mth and patience — I have seemed Ho dwell 
in the secret place of the most High, and to abide under 
the shadow of the Almighty.' Sometimes it seemed as 
though a voice within my heart said : ' Thou art mine, no 
evil shall befal thee, thine Jiead shall be lifted up above 
thine enemies round about thee.' When I lefb my cause 
entirely in the hands of God — when I said : ' Lord I am 
thine, and thou art pledged to love and guard thine own — 
my record is on high, thou wilt defend me and keep me 
secretly in a pavilion &om the strife of tongues,' then did 
I experience the fulness of the promise, ' Great peace have 
they that love thy law, and nothing shall offend them.'" 

On October 5th she writes to Miss S. R " It is 

Sabbath evening, and I am a prisoner. I trust, dearest 
Sarah, that while your friend is laying open the secret 
chambers of her heart for your inspection, you are mingling 
with the great congregation in the delightful service of 
prayer and praise. I am alone, and have just risen from 
my knees, having invoked such blessings as I humbly trust 
the Spirit of God prompted me to ask. ' Wilt thou not 
answer the Spirit's cry within me ? ' is the question which 
my heart proposes to the great Hearer of prayer. One 
part of my petition has been for my friend, that her love 
and zeal may increase, and that her talents may all be 
consecrated to God and His church. Well ! you are wor- 
shipping Him now, whether in the temple made with hands, 
or alone, in that bodily temple which we are commanded 
to keep holy. You are worshipping, and the spirit of your 
friend is with you. Quicker than light can travel, it passes 
over the space which divides our bodies, and joins your 
spirit at the mercy seat. There is a solemn, sacred, delight- 
fal influence around me at this moment ; 

' Faith lends its realizing light.' 
Our friendship seems to assume a spiritual nature. Even 

G 
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now I feel as if the same hopes, -the same aspirations, the 
same longings after a higher spiritual life, actuated and 
burned in both our souls, until they are almost one 
before God. 

" ^ Faith lends its realizing light/ and by that light I look 
beyond the present life, when our disembodied spirits shall 
stand before the throne of God, and commune as spirits 
alone can commune. Farther still that light stretches, and 
by it I behold these identical bodies, renewed, refined, and 
spiritualized, made immortal as their Sire, re-united to the 
purified and exalted spirits, and made companionable with 
the loftiest seraph who throbs and bums with adoration 
nearest the unveiled refulgence of the Gbdhead. Shall we 
not explore together the wonders of creation — ^the mysteries 
of redemption — ^and the archives of heaven's history ere 
^ the morning stars sang together,* and the sun and moon 
were hung in the firmament ? Beason staggers at such an 
anticipation. The pride of intellect seems bowed before it, 
and fails to grasp the thought. But ' faith lend& its 
realizing light' and not only depicts the scene, but unhesi- 
tatingly relies on the word of unchanging truth for its 
fulfilment. Should you or I be called soon to enter 
upon this blessed state may we be found with garments 
unspotted from the world, clothed in the robe of Christ's 
finished righteousness ! 

" Monday night. I intended my letter to be posted to- 
day, but I have had other letters to write, and I feel all the 
waywardness of an invalid, and find it necessary to vary my 
employment. When your letter reached me I was luxuri- 
ating amid the fascinations of ' Uncle Tom.' I think Mrs. 
Stowe resembles Dickens very much in her descriptions. 
They are quite as vivid. They lose nothing in forcefulness 
by being presented to you in more tasteful and elegant 
language. You wander amid the characters in the book with 
a strange feeling of intimate acquaintance. They are real living 
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men and women, with whom you can hardly persuade your- 
self you have not had actual intercourse. Little Eva comes 
before me ever and anon as a kindred spirit with * Bertie.' 
Did not the resemblance strike you ? The same angelic 
spirit of love for every living and inanimate thing around 
her — the same spirit of missionary zeal, exhibited in her 
efforts to teach ' Uncle Tom.' Methought they were twin 
souls. 

" I cannot tell you with what a feeling of disappoint- 
ment I rose from the perusal of ' Uncle Tom's ' so-called 
companion, ' The White Slave.' How despicable it seems 
to hang such a book on the reputation and fame of another ; 
whether to share in that fame, or with baser motives still, 
to gather up the golden fragments which may drop from 
the abundant harvest another's genius has reaped ! " 

On the 7th of October she thus freely pours her passing 
thoughts and heart-felt solicitude for the welfare of her 

friend Mr. B : " It would scarcely be polite to tell you 

that I am replying thus early to your note because I can do 
but little else. I feel all the waywardness of an invalid, 
and undertake only such employments as strike my fancy. 
I have been suffering from a cold, which, like a subtle 
enemy, retreated for a little while that it might seize me 
more securely, and make me a closer prisoner than ever. 
My poor humanity is shaken with a racking cough, like a 
reed swept by the blast. This lovely morning seems wooing 
me back to health, and every pulse seems to throb with the 
joyous expectation of soon revelling in the enjoyment of 
that precious boon. I was just thinking that every sorrow 
of life had its modicum of alleviation, and it were some- 
times worth a little pain to draw out those dear domestic 
sympathies — those thousand little attentions which bespeak 
the presence of affection. But then there is the danger of 
becoming selfish-^of feeling that such expressions of the 
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heart's affection are but a tribute due to you, rather than 
the gratuitous offering of love. It is needful sometimes 
that we should go forth into the crowded city, and, amid 
the thousands who glitter on the height of wealth and 
power, and the thousands more who ' sink in the depths of 
poverty and misery,' learn the humbling lore, that with 
all our home-importance and home-indulgence, we are but 
specks on the great ocean of humanity — ^atoms on the sea- 
shore of creation. I did not intend moralizing to you this 
morning. You must forgive me. You will be indulgent 
to an invalid, I think. . . . 

'^ Well, my Mend, I hope you are aiming at a high stand- 
ard of mental and moral excellence. Never lower your 
standard, however far your attainments may come short of 
it. Aim at the highest excellence in everything. Endeavour 
to bring your attainments to your standard, but never 
lower your standard to your attainments. If there is one 
faculty more than another of the human mind which should 
call for our warmest gratitude to the great giver of all good, 
and for our most assiduous and careful cultivation, it is that 
faculty of expansion — that out-going impulse — ^that princi- 
ple which impels us to grasp what we never grasped before 
— ^to conquer every difficulty which would prevent our 
onward course. To my mind this faculty of the soul, more 
than any other, stamps its lofty lineage and bespeaks its 
divine parentage. 

*^ There is one remark which I would add to these desul- 
tory ones. I hope yon will not deem me impertinent for 
mt^ng it. Intellectual pride is the snare of most students. 
True, it is more pardonable than either personal or spiritual 
*pride, but it is nevertheless sinfdl and dangerous. It is 
subtle, and creeps in and intertwines itself with laudable 
ambition. It is not easily discerned, and when discovered, 
has many retreats and coverts. May you and I be delivered 
from it, and ever feel that all we have, we have received ! 
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' Is pride for num 9 the crashed before the moth. 
Is it for angels ? Answer ye who walked 
Exulting on the battlements of heaven, 
And fell interminably. Dizzy heights 
Suit not the bom of clay. Oh, rather walk 
With careful footsteps, and with lowly eyes, 
Bent on thine own original.' 

'^ You will pardon me I am sure, and not think that I 
suspect you for one moment. You know I am rather your 
senior, and in the battle and struggle of my mental life 
have learnt some lessons of wisdom, which I pray God you 
may never have to purchase so dearly." 

To Miss S. R— : — , in a letter commenced October 29th, 
she says : ^'I am deeply interested in ' The Seventh Vial.' 
I have wished for you here many times, or rather I have 
wished for some still more quiet retreat, where you and I 
might talk over the glories of that grand symbolical pano- 
rama enacted on the little stage of sea-girt Fatmos. So far 
I like the work very much because I feel it to tread on sure 
ground. The symbolic alphabet is made out from the in- 
terpreted symbols of the Old Testament, — symbols used 
and approved in the Old Testament prophecies, and no new 
symbol is used in the book of Bevelation. There are no 
fanciful interpretations such as Elliot and Keith have given, 
symbolizing part, and leaving the remainder to be understood 
literally. But from that thrilling moment when the seven- 
sealed roll of Providence held in the right hand of the 
Eternal Father was opened by the slaughtered Lamb in the 
midst of the throne, — ^from that moment through all the 
grand symbolical drama which the unfolding of that roll 
revealed to the most loved disciple of the great Head of the 
Ghfirch, the history of that church comes before us in its 
historical detail. Reading in the light of this vision the 
history of the Waldenses and the Yaudois, their sufferings 
and testimony become invested with unparalleled sublimity. 
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To my mind the atonement seems to receive additional 
interest from the fact that none in heaven or earth were 
found worthy to open that sealed roll of the church's pro- 
phetic history, save the Lamb that had been slain ; and no 
sooner had He been installed into His high office as provi- 
dential guardian of His church, than we find Him unfolding 
that church's sufferings, faith, constancy, and final triumph, 
in the Holy Spirit's own symbolic characters, to His chosen 
friend and bosom companion on earth. Oh ! I should like, had 
I the historical information necessary, to trace that history 
from the time Christianity went forth from the cross, in the 
persons of a few weeping disciples, spreading its triumphs 
until it ascended the throne of the Caesars, and gave laws 
from that very tribunal before which its Lord and Master 
was arraigned, then diminishing in power and numbers, 
till the papal power overthrew the tottering empire, and 
reduced the church to the two witnesses whose trials, faith, 
and constancy, form a prominent part in the vision. How 
little did the scattered remnant of the Eastern and Western 
Churches, as age after age witnessed their sufferings amid 
the mountain fastnesses and valleys of Piedmont, — ^in the 
caves and dens of the earth, — driven hither and thither by 
the fierce persecutions of the ^ woman drunken with the 
blood of saints,' — how little did these faithful followers of 
Jesus imagine that all their sufferings, persecutions, final 
triumph, and glorious reward, had been arranged in heaven, 
and symbolized on earth by one of the most magnificent 
scenes which human eyes could behold ! Contemplating 
their faith in the overthrow and destruction of the papacy, 
does not their cry from under the altar possess a sublimity 
which nothing less than inspiration could impart : ' How 
long, Lord, holy and true, dost thou not judge and avenge 
our blood on them that dwell on the earth ? ' 

" I cannot tell you how much my faith in that providen- 
tial wisdom and power which has been delegated to our 
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ascended Saviour, has been strengthened by contemplating 
this unique and admirably consistent symbolization of His 
church's labours, struggles, and glorious triumph. With 
the alphabet to this last consummation of prophetical 
mystery, I shall turn with new delight to read off the 
wonders of the Apocalypse. As Ezekiers wondrous visions 
were a symbolized revelation of the Holy Spirit's offices and 
mission, so this is a similar revelation of the Son's provi- 
dential jurisdiction over, and signally glorious deliverance 
of. His Churdb. But I must conclude. I have been much 
interrupted by tinkers, and have almost lost the thread of 
my musings." 

Miss Hessel's tendency to the. speculative was now held 
in check alike by her religious principles, and the growth 
of natural good sense. She was magnanimously bent how- 
ever on judging for herself as to the locality of the boundary- 
Une which marks off the legitimate from the illegitimate in 

the realms of inquiry. Miss S. E had desired her 

thoughts on a subject which exercises and perplexes all reflect- 
ing minds — the reconciliation of evil with divine goodness. 
On November 18th she replies, "I have found many of 
my secret, half-formed ideas on these matters expressed in 
Tupper. Orthodox people shake their heads and say we 
have no business to meddle with these things. I don't 
believe it. I think we have a right to think, and ponder, 
and stretch the capabilities of our imprisoned spirits. I 
like Mrs. Stowe's thought. It is as true as it is sublime. 
The soul awakes a trembling stranger between two dim 
eternities, with the light of inspiration and the answering 
echoes in her own soul ; she gathers many mystic images 
both of the past and future, but they are mostly undeciph- 
ered hieroglyphics. She folds them in her bosom, and ex- 
pects to read them when she passes beyond the veil." — Is 
not much of the perplexity felt on this subject needless ? 
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Since the possibility of evil is a necessaiy condition of 
moral agency, why should its perpetration excite surprise 9 
How evil enters a pure mind, may lie beyond our ability to 
explain. But this difficulty belongs to metaphysics. The 
fact that the absolute prevention of moral evil is incom- 
patible with moral agency, should satisfy every practical 
thinker. 

As an inducement to her SMpton friend to become her 
visitor, she writes on December 3rd, *^ I have some thoughts 
and feelings which I should like to- confide to you. Per- 
haps you will say they are the remnants of my visionary 
girlhood. Nevertheless they haunt me with a pertinacity 
which makes me think they may some day assume a tangi- 
ble form. I think it is Lamartine who says, what is opinion 
in one generation, is principle in the next, and in the third 
£eu^ or action. But individuals live faster than nations. 

" My reading has been rather more systematic lately, and 
what think you I am exploring ? Why, what would suit 
you admirably — ' The Seventh Vial,' by Wylie. And sup- 
plementary to that, I am readipg ' The Hand of Qod in 
History.' The next work on my list is ' The LoUards.' 
You may imagine that from the sublime and comprehensive 
heights to which these works lead the mind, I have looked 
upon the vast panorama of the world's history, and felt how 
very little a place I occupied in that ever shifting drama. 
What specks we are in the great ocean of humanity ! What 
atoms on the sea shore of creation ! And yet, what a whirl 
of thoughts and feelings in our bosoms, giving birth to 
actions which stamp for us the character of immortality, — 
which seal to us eternal life or death I I think I have begun 
in some measure to appreciate the immense importance of 
life. The daily routine of existence — the business of living 
— ^has seemed to me latterly to have become a more method- 
ical thing — a thing one should strive to do well, since it 
can only be done once, and since its results are infinite and 
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irreversible as it regards one's self, and vastly important as 
it regards others. It is with reference to the latter that I 
have felt most deeply its importance. May you and I feel 
that it is oar privilege to work to-day !" 

" Had you a watch night ? " she asks Miss S. E on 

January 2nd, 1853. '' I did not attend ours for reasons too 
long to explain. Miss B^-— and I spent the time alone. 
We read a little, talked and thought a great deal. Still, 
after all, these Christmas solemnities, and festivities too, 
have made but a transient impression on my heart. I seem 
to be less capable of deep thought and feeling than I once was. 
The most abiding impression on my mind seems to be the 
value of time, and in connection with this, comes the recol- 
lection of* time misimproved during the past year. Mrs. 
Sigourney's lament over a 'Lost Day,' as I read it by 
the flickering light of the dying year, shed a somewhat 
melancholy influence over my spirit. How many such days 
has the diamond pen of the recording angel registered in the 
archives of heaven for me during the past year ? Slowly 
and sadly have the words come over me like the moans of 
a wailing spirit : 

' Lost ! lost ! lost ! 

A gem of countless price, 
Cut from the living rock, 

And graved in Paradise ; 
Set round with three times eight 

Large diamonds clear and bright, 
And each with sixty smaller ones, 

All changeful as the light. 

'Lost! lostt lost! 

I feel all search is vain ; 
That gem of countless cost 

Can ne'er be mine again ; 
I offer no reward, 

For till these heart-strings sever, 
I know that Heaven-entrusted gift 

Is reft away for ever.* 
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'' How truthfiil have I felt this in my own past experience 
as at midnight I have thrown off my attire, after coming 
from a party ! To these mixed and late parties I have a 
strong and growing objection. How worse than useless 
does the intercourse at them seem ! Nay, how dreadfully 
wicked, when seen in the light of another world. One 
lesson I may perhaps have learned amid these worldly 
associations. How much of the frivolity which I condemned 
and kept aloof from, would I tolerate and indulge among my 
own people ! And yet is this less trifling or less sinfiil here 
than there ? Only so far as its influence on those around 
me extends. It has the same record on high. May-be, its 
characters of condemnation are more deeply traced in the 
book of remembrance when it is annexed to Christian pro- 
fession. ' Libera nos Domine ! ' 

'^ I wish you had been here the other night. I went out 
between twelve and one, — having been writing until that 
time, — to enjoy the glorious moonlight. We have had 
splendid nights, such as I never remember to have seen. I 
wished for you, for though it was delightful to listen to the 
music of nature in her own realm undisturbed^ I somehow 
felt it would have been sweeter, though we had not spoken, 
to feel that my friend was sharing my emotions. Fancy 
me invoking the spirit of harmony in borrowed lays of 
thrilling beauty : 

' And now, in the sweet noon of lovely night, 

My feet have wandered forth in search of thee ; 
When the fall-ronn(^ed moon, with flooding light, 

Ponrs silveiy splendour o'er night's panoply. 
Grazing down deeply from the central height 

Of heaven's hlue, starless, cloudless, boundless sky, 
Mildly as sinks upon the enraptured sight 

The light that &lls from beauty's deep-blue eye.' 
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CHAPTER V. 

Bonbts the wisdom of reoordiog her religioos emotions — Samuel 
Taylor Coleridge — Commimion with Nature — " Passing away " — 
" Thoughts in a Cemetery " — Cheever^s Voices of Nature — Goethe 
— ^The Battle of Life — John Poster — ^Thoughts on Heaven — Life 
of Mrs. Judson — Charlotte Elizabeth — " A Sonnet " — ** An Livo- 

cation/' 

< 

The suspidoos Miss Hessd had for some time entertained 
respecting the danger of a frequent record of her religious 
emotions, approximated, early in the year 1853, to a con- 
viction. '' I have felt how difficult it has been to write the 
simple feelings of my heart without any reference to another 
than mysel£" Subsequently she writes : '' My reluctance 
to journalizing, after the manner I have hitherto pursued, 
increases. My feelings are such an unsafe criteria of my 
real state of mind and heart, that I ought to be very careful 
in recording them merely for my own reference. I am in- 
clined to discard keeping a journal of religious experiences 
as unprofitable to myself. Farther than this I do not feel 
at liberty to pronounce judgment upon it." — Much int-emal 
examination with a view to record, tends, beyond a doubt, 
to a morbid state of feeling. A healthy vigorous piety can 
be secured only by " looking to Jesus." Here is the philoso- 
phy of true Christian experience : " Beholding as in a 
glass the glory of the Lord," we " are changed into the same 
image from glory to glory, even as by the Spirit of the Lord." 
Toward the close of January she was gladdened with the 
anticipation of a week's visit from her Leeds friend. Writing 
to her on the 21st she says : " I quite sympathize with. 



100 MEMORIALS OF ELIZA HES8EL. [1853 

your wishes respecting the improvement of our time, and 
like yourself, have felt the want of some organized plan of 
study. I have other and yet more serious wants to deplore. 
But while I sigh over the past, I look forward somewhat 
hopefully to the future. I shall be glad to converse with 
you about these things, for I know you have more practical 
views on these matters than I possess." 

Religion was £u: from being regarded by her as designed 
merely for personal safety and comfort. She knew that 
wherever it was eiperienced it gave evidence of its heaven- 
bom origin by the lovely and ennobling lineaments it im- 
parted to the character. To those who dwelt much on the 
happiness it imparts, along with the most cordial concur- 
rence in the sentiment, she would have been tempted to 
address the enquiry : Does it make you benevolent ? Does 
it constrain you, as you have opportunity, to do good unto 
all men, especially unto them who are of the household of 
£uth ? She held firmly with Paul that by grace are we 
saved through Mth ; and that not of ourselves : it is the 
gift of God : not of works, lest any man should boast. 
But she held no less firmly with James : '' Pure religion and 
undefiled before God and the Father is this ; to visit the 
fatherless and widows in their affliction, and to keep him- 
self unspotted from the world." An illustration of this is 
famished in the letter just quoted from. In her artless 
narration of the struggle of principle with inclination, she 
reveals the strength of that principle as well as the sensi- 
tiveness of her temperament. '^ Oh ! how opposed to the 
genius of the New Testament is the cold, inactive, selfish 
spirit of many of us professing Christians ! How little of 
that outgoing benevolence — that universal love to man — 
which is the surest test of the sincerity of our love to God, 
do we manifest ! I would not hide my own self-reproaches 
under that common mask, general confession, for when I 
contemplate my Saviour's precepts and example, I deeply 
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and penitently feel that I have little claim to bear His 
honoured name. To day I have been deliberating on the 
reasonableness of an impulse to visit a very destitute family, 
whom everybody seems to have abandoned. The weather, 
the uncertainty of my reception, and my own inability to 
follow up pecuniary relief so efficiently as appears needful, 
have deterred me. I shall see what to-morrow will do for 
my courage, and in the meantime try to interest others in 
the work. I tell you this that I may have a more powerful 
stimulant for going, that in fsict I may so fear your reproof 
when I see you, that I may be induced to gird up my shrink- 
ing courage to the task. The motive is not a bad one in 
itself, but I am just thinking what a much higher motive I 
have overlooked. When He shall ask me whether that love 
which exchanged a throne of glory for a rock-hewn pillow in 
the stable of Bethlehem was not a sufficient motive, what 
shall I answer ? Oh ! how awfully criminal does this inac-' 
tivity appear when viewed in the light which emanates from 
the book of divine inspiration ! How will it look when the 
full blaze of judgment shall burst upon it, revealing between 
two vast eternities, the little span of human life, with its 
momentous mission for the eternal future? I see these 
things. I feel them. But I feel also how weak is my na- 
ture ; how aimless my life has been ; how vain and futile 
my attempts at a nobler purpose in life must be, unless the 
Master fit his own instrument for the work." — Let this sen- 
timent, while impressing us with a feeling of absolute de- 
pendence upon Christ, be associated with a conviction that 
He is constantly seeking to fit us for the work He has given 
us, and that, if we are not fitted. He will not only be blame- 
less but hM us culpable, and it will prove beneficial Let 
the sentiment nourish a passive hope however, that fitness 
is to come into our possession in some direct and mysterious 
manner, and it will prove pernicious. 

In a few days a^r her friend's return, she wrote, Febru-^ 
ary 10th : " I felt somewhat sad as I pursued my lonely 
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walk home on Friday, but I have abundant cause for ^te- 
ful reminiscences of your visit. ' Iron sharpeneth iron ; so 
a man sharpeneth the countenance of his friend/ said the 
wise man, and I have felt since you left, that something of ' 
your own calm, thoughtful, deep, earnest spirit has been 
communicated to me. 

'' I have just come in from class, and to my amazement 
on leaving the vestry, the snow was falling in blinding ' 
showers. The day has been intensely cold, but my lovely 
little snowdrops have held up their heads bravely. Meek 
dwellers amid the terrors of the storm, they have looked up 
unblanched with fear. 

" I have just been transcribing an extract from Cheever's 
'Voices of Nature, &c.' It is one of Coleridge's, and is, I 
dare say, indeed I know it is fstmiliar to you, especially the 
third line : 

* the one life within us and abroad, 
Which meets all motion, and becomes it-s soul, 
A light in sound, a sound-like power in light, 
Rhythm in all thought ; and joyance everywhere ! 
Methinks it should have been impossible 
Not to love all things in a world so filled ; 
When the breeze warbles, and the mute, still air 
Is Music slumbering on her instrument/ 

What pleased me so much was that it was written at Cleve- 
don. I did not know, when I wandered amid its beauties, 
that Coleridge had ever trod* the same haunts, or I should 
have sought the lonely cottage where, seated with his wife, 
he listened to the distant murmur of the ocean as it 
blended with the soft cadence of the i£olian harp, and 
watched the myrtles which blossomed in the open air, the 
white-flowered jessamines twined across the porch, and the 
tall roses which peeped in at his chamber window. 

" I well remember the day I went to Clevedon. I felt as 
if a few hours by the sea-side would soothe that heart- 
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sickness which had been engendered amid the uncongenial 
haonts of a crowded city, and I listened to the music of the 
waves with the joyous gladness of an unfettered bird. I 
see that lovely picture of ever-changing beauty now, and 
the remembrance seems to impart a freshness to my spirit. 
Seated on a terrace, watching the receding tide, and tracing 
the outline of the mammoth hills on the opposite coast, as 
they stood out in bold relief from the floating clouds of 
' glossy light ' in an azure heaven, they were invested, for 
me, with all the poetry of ' the green mountains of Wales.' 
'^ The memory of such hours is especially grateful to me. 
You know that often in my history there have been seasons 
when ' life hath half become a weariness, and hope hath 
thirsted for serener Waters.' It has then seemed as though 
my mind could best throw off the ' weary weight * of all 
this dust of earth in the wide domain of nature, and in her 
most secluded retreats. Oh ! what a various language she 
has for those who would commune with her visible forms ! 
'For our gayer hours she has a voice of gladness ;' but is 
it not more especially during seasons of overwrought feelings 
and mental tension, that her voice of harmony glides into 
the spirit with such a gentle sympathy as steals away the 
weariness ere we are aware ? I am sure my dear Sarah 
does not need to be told that I have no reference to such 
feelings of the soul as an Almighty power can alone remove. 
Nature's God can alone effectually 'minister to a mind 
diseased,' and a heart depraved by guilt." 

One of her early poetical compositions entitled " Passing 
Away," will be welcomed by her personal friends. It was 
written in September 1846 : — 

Thou hast look'd on a fair unfolding flower. 
As it deck'd for awhile thy garden bower ; 
Thou hast seen its bright vernal bloom decay, 
And its transient beauty ** passing away." 
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Thou bast gazed on the lovely blue of heaven, 
And the rainbow^s tints by the sunbeam given ; 
No power on earth could their fleetness stay, 
They were bright, but frail, and "passing away." 

Thou hast fondly bound to thy lonely heart 
The lov'd ones of earth, as tho' ne'er to part; 
Oh ! give not to them such passion, for they, 
To the spirit-land bound, are " passing away." 

And thou, though the glance of thy youthful eye 
Be sunny and bright as the fair blue sky, 
The rose on thy cheek as the flowers of May, 
Tet thou, in thy beauty, art ** passing away." 

Then give not to earth thy passionate love. 
But treasure it up in the realms above ; 
So sbalt thou dwell *add. that bright glory's ray 
Whose splendour can never be " passing away." 

Twelve months later she visited York, and — whether im- 
pelled by her state of mind, or attracted by the quiet beauty 
of the place as she passed along, matters little — she entered 
the Cemetery. Thoughts crowd her active mind as she 
walks amid tiiose silent homes. The costly stone exhibiting 
high art, the lengthy record proclaiming private virtues or 
public honours, and the nameless mound where affection's 
hand had planted the expressive flower, were all suggestive, 
but on these she dwelt not. Various surmises as to the 
pursuits, social condition, character, and dying circumstances 
of each tenant of the tomb, no doubt presented themselves, 
but these found no welcome. It was not for the sake of 
indulging in a pleasing but profitless sentimentalism that 
she had turned in thither. Her mind was now becoming 
thoroughly practical, and the emotions she welcomed were 
those awakened by the impressive lessons to be there learnt. 
She embodied them in the following production. Though 
it may possibly elicit no admiration either for beauty or 
originality of thought, it merits insertion as a revelation of 
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character, and will furnish food for serious reflection to 
those who love such occupation. 

THOUGHTS IN A CEMETERY. 

Come, for the dead are teachers ! Hear*st thou not 

The hallowed lore which every grassy bed 

Breathes forth ? Shake off earth's trammels, free thy soul 

Prom all the sordid cares of busy life, 

And, like yon franchised bird, quit that drear cell 

In the small round of which thy soul hath been 

Too long pent up. Then bow the knee devout 

Beside yon broken column, where a youth. 

When life's bright roses all around him bloom'd, 

Laid his proud bead beneath the silent turf. 

High hopes were his. Fame, with her clarion voice, 

Had heralded his praise ; affection^s tones 

ThriU'd through his soul like music, and his path 

Was lit with brightness. Gaze thou, and listen : — 

"All is vanity!" 

Bend o'er that narrow bed. 
A babe finds rest beneath. A mother's love, 
With all its quenchless, soundless, priceless wealth, 
Lies buried there. What saith the voice that speaks 
From that young sleeper's tiny couch ? " Mothers ! 
The flower fedeth." 

Bend thine ear again. 
Here's the low resting-place of one whose life 
Was spent in search of gain. But while he grasp'd 
Earth's glittering dross, and by the midnight lamp 
Eecounted all his wealth, and at its shrine, 
Obsequious, offer'd worship ; — while he clung 
To earth's ephemeral joys, and proudly scom'd 
Heaven's high command j — then came the mandate : 
" Cut him down ! " That voice which oft had prayed : 
" Spare him another year," spoke not. Hear'st thou 
From his low tomb no warning voice bid thee, 
While in life's prime ; ** Prepare to meet thy God ? " 

Come, bow tby knee once more. The place is holy. 
Here a Christian sleeps — one who hath shunn'd 
Jl 
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Earth's 'witching snares ; and early given his life. 
With its best service, to his God. His path 
Was oft a thorny one. But meekly did 
He tread its mazes, while his sonl sublime 
Held commune with the skies. That hope was his 
Whose anchor grasps the throne of God. He speaks 
From his high seat in heaven : " I the good fight 
Have fought ! " 

Go thou, and in the scales of justice 
Weigh earth's tinsell'd pomp with his deep bliss. 
Then, like that Christian soldier, " trim thy lamp," 
And " wait the coming of thy Lord." 



To her cousin, Miss Wilson of Howden, who was sum- 
moned nearly two years before herself to " the better land," 
she thus freely comments on men and books : " I scarcely 
know what I must begin about, but as your visit to Boston 
is uppermost in my mind, it shall e'en be that. I am sorry 
I cannot say. Come at once. We are going to have the passage 
papered and painted next week I expect, if the weather be 
favourable. After this operation we shall clean, and then 
I shall be ready to enjoy all the beauties of the opening 
spring, and your society along with them. I cannot tell you 
exactly how long this will be. Faperers, painters, and 
joiners are tiresome people to do with, as you know. But 
when they are fairly out, and we have erased all but the 
pleasant traces of them, you shall know, and 1*11 welcome 
you some fine day at the station. 

" I suppose you have had a large share of enjoyment this 
snow-storm. I have weathered it bravely I assure you, 
with an umbrella for a walking-stick to help me to keep my 
equilibrium. It has been very beautiful sometimes, espe- 
cially these lovely nights. Our valleys have presented a 
picture of enchantment which, with all due deference, your 
flat country cannot rival. But the most glorious picture of 
this snow-storm has been by night, when 
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' Soft as musio, and wild and white. 
It glitters and floats in the pale moonlight.' 

But I dare say you have revelled in its beauties, and drank 
to the full of its bracing pleasures. 

" My reading has been very sober lately as to quality, 
I must not say as to quantity. Cheever, Foster, Coleridge, 
and Chalmers, are my stars of promise at present. By way 
of relaxation and variety, I am reading * The Wide Wide 
World,* — an outlandish title to a book abounding in good 
sentiments and Bible morality, but poor in the plot of the 
tale, unnatural in the characters, and not at all brilliant in 
description or talent of any kind. Nevertheless it has a 
charm about it one cannot well resist." 

On the same day she says to Miss S. R : " Your letter 

was thrice welcome. How temptingly it lay on my dressing 
table ! and how I teazed myself, and pleased myself, by 
wondering at its contents ! and how my fingers tickled to 
break the forbidden seal before I had completed my toilet ! 
and then came my fall reward when every ' etcetera ' was 
finished, and I sat down, in real contented ease, to peruse it. 
There is pleasure in keeping awhile a letter you wish to read, 
provided you have it under your own care, and feel sure it 
cannot be conjured from you. I had been thinking that this 

' New creation without a stain. 
Lovely as heaven's own pure domain,' 

in which I had revelled the last week or two, 

' Like the many &ir hopes of our years, 
Had glittered awhile, then melted to tears.' 

But lo ! again 

* The trees with their diamond branches appear, 
Like the &iry growth of some magical sphere.' 

I have had intense pleasure in watching this transformation, 
and ruminating on the bracing walk of to-morrow morning. 
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As I turn to the fire I thank God that though my lot be 
not cast, where, in my silly ignorance, I have often wished, 
I have that which defies the storm, and secures comfort, 
instead of the cold struggle with poverty and want which 
many experience. 

^' I have had some rich lessons of contentment taught me 
latterly by contact with the varied forms of human misery. 
It is salutary to contrast one*s condition with those beneath. 
Alas ! how seldom have I done anything but vice versa. 
And what an injury I have done myself ! How I have dis- 
honoured God by it, and cherished ingratitude, when I 
might have had a heart overflowing with love and thanks- 
giving ! 

"My good mother, like some ministering angel, goes among 
these cottagers bearing joy and gladness everywhere, whe- 
ther as the almoner of her own or another^s gifts, and 
brings back such tales of distress as make any little sacri- 
fice we are called upon to make, much more of a pleasure 
than its name would imply. 

" But whither am I wandering ? I was going to tell you 
of the books I have been reading. I Uke ' Voices of Nature * 
very much indeed. It contains a thorough system of spirit- 
ual education, so to speak ; and, minus the Calvinism, is a 
thoroughly good book — the best of Cheever's I have read. 
I have read two days incessantly, and have digested the 
reading thereof to-day. 'Tis a bad plan. For relaxation, 
get Parker Willis's * Life Here and There.' It is a double 
volume of Bohn's shilling series, but not worth buying 
exactly. It will afford you immense amusement, and you 
will like his descriptions. You will wonder to find our 
grave philosopher of Yale College such a youthful dash-a- 
away. Had he been an Englishman I should have said he 
wrote ' Eothen.' 

*' Well, I've got * John Foster's Life and. Correspondence' 
at last. Mr. W brought it in this afternoon. I almost 
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gloat over it. I have felt, since reading Cheever, thoroughly 
disciplined for serious reading. I am far behind you; 
but lead on, dear Sarah, I will follow. 

" Poor Goethe ! I have read his life, but none of his 
works. I have always thought of his last words with 
sadness. They seem like the spirit's instinctive cry for the 
immortality he had denied. I wonder if it is in the nature 
of our immortal spirit to long for annihilation. On this 
side the grave it seems impossible, with the faculties of the 
soul unimpaired, to wish to retreat ' to some dark niche 
along the disk of non-existence.* How every thing around 
us, and within us, tells of the soul's immortality ! It is a 
glorious, exalting thought." 

The invigorating effect of the writers she was now com- 
muning with, reveals itself very palpably in a journal for 
her most intimate friend, commenced February 27th and 
extending to March 16th. Let those who read books that 
require no thought, and which therefore instead of invigora- 
ting often enervate the mind, ponder well the second and 
third paragraphs of this extract. What mental vigour 
would be acquired, and what quickening social influence 
exerted by the young, if, instead of light and desultory 
reading, they would betake themselves to such works as 
Miss Hessel had now on hand ! Conquest over the reluc- 
tance to such reading should be regarded as part of the 
valuable discipline of life. " I am now going to make trial 
of one of the many plans which my ever-restless mind has 
formed. I intend to commit my thoughts to paper as they 
occur to me, and send them to you, occasionally, in the form 
of a journal. Perhaps they will not always happen to be in 
this form ; and my meaning would perhaps be more evident 
if I were to say, that whenever my spirit yearns to commune 
with yours — to tell you something of its hidden life — I 
shall take up my pen and hoard together a few ' broken 
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fragments of my soul/ and send them to you at intervals. 
I do not wish to bind you to a similar practice. I wish 
you to follow the bent of * your own sweet will ' in this mat- 
ter. I only claim the privilege of doing this as an indulgence, 
which I am sure you will grant to your wayward friend. 

" I want just now to tell you this : that I have a sublime, 
an elevated standard of excellence before me ; that I have 
contemplated it until it has filled and expanded my soul ; 
that I have become enamoured of the beautiful vision, and 
have descended from the lofty heights of my imagination to 
find that it can be attained only by hard conflict and strife. 
I scarcely dare say to you, my dearest friend, what I have 
feared to utter in the presence of my God alone, that I have 
entered on the struggle, the true ' Battle of Life.' I feel, in 
looking back, that in reference both to my intellectual and 
religious life, I have had a name to live, and been dead. The 
long yearnings of my soul have lately become so intensified, 
that at times they have amounted to an agony of desire — 
a panting after a higher moral and intellectual existence. 

"As the ground-work or foundation of the structure, 
which by God's help T would rear, I have begun by self- 
examination. This has truly appalled me. I see so much 
that is wrong in the habit of my thoughts, in the style of 
my conversations, and in the manner of spending my time, 
that I may well stand appalled. My impetuous and un- 
reflecting habit of mind makes me the prey of temptations 
which it would be difllcult for you to understand. I see 
that a vigilant watchfulness, as weU as prayerfulness, is 
absolutely necessary. God has given me light that I may 
walk in it ; and I feel convinced that the discoveries I have 
lately had of the immense importance of these habits to my 
own eternal welfare, and that of others, are from the Spirit 
of God, and ought not to be trifled with. 

" March 4th. My morning walks have been very pleasant 
and profitable lately. I have felt that I would not exchange 
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their solitude for companionship with any one except your- 
self. I was thinking the other day of Mrs. Stowe*s remark, 
that ' in moral science that which is not understood is often 
not altogether profitless.' How often a thought of vast 
magnitude and sublimity flashes before the mind, as the 
lightning glances before your window ! Your powers are too 
feeble to grasp it, or your capacity too contracted to receive 
it ; but has it accomplished nothing 1 It has accomplished 
mucL It has carried your thoughts upward ; they have 
followed, as a needle follows the magnet, and you have felt 
something like the wondering disciples on the Ascension 
mount, when the angels accosted them with the interroga- 
tion : ' Ye men of Galilee ! why stand ye gazing up into 
heaven.) ' and there has been a certain and exulting convic- 
tion in the mind, I shall compass that, and greater thoughts. 
/ shaU. The mind that now struggles to expand and com- 
prehend shall one day enlarge and fill, fathom and explore 
with the greatest ease, and without that feverish unrest, 
that constant tension of its powers, which is now necessary 
for the acquisition of knowledge. 

^' March 8th. I cannot tell you how much I am delighted 
with Foster. You must not think me presumptuous or 
vain when I claim a close affinity with his modes of think- 
ing, or rather I would say, a deep sympathy with his sombre 
fency and his speculations. I was often surprised to find 
the buried thoughts of years gone by — the visions which 
have presented themselves to my mind in dim and shadowy 
outline — ^start from the page in real tangible form, expressed 
in the glowing words in which I had so long coveted to em- 
body them. 

'' My friend will not I am sure misunderstand me. I am 
far from claiming the power even to grasp some of his 
thoughts. And much of what he has written is out of the 
province of my thinking. Yet in all that relates to com- 
munion with nature, to the soul's immortaUty, and the 
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mysteries of tbat unveiled fdtare, I have felt such a oneness 
of spirit with him, as I never remember to have felt with 
any other being, living or dead. I cannot describe to you 
the impressions made on my mind by some of his passages. 
I have been almost transported out of myself — etherealized 
— and for a while have felt the veil between this world and 
the next attenuating, until I have been recalled from my 
reverie by the gross materialism around me. One cannot 
help feeling as if the enjojnnents of heaven would be more 
intense to him than to the great majority of saints. 

" Tou may be sure I was delighted to find Foster had just 
the same kind and degree of taste for music which I possess. 
Every word of the following passage is so expressive of my 
own feelings that I transcribe it : 'He did* not possess any 
scientific acquaintance with music, for which he had no ear ; 
yet was passionately fond of some kinds of it, especially of 
the mournful and solemn. He used to wonder that it 
should be thought impossible for a person who, technically 
speaking, had no ear, to feel an interest in music, and 
strongly asserted the power that it could exercise over him- 
self to inspire almost every description of sentiment. He 
was never tired of hearing anything that pleased him, but 
would ask for it again and again. He felt more interested 
in instrumental than in vocal music, and his favourite in- 
strument was the organ.' And now I have said enough of 
my favourite author. 

" March 16th. I have finished Foster. I pity his mis- 
anthropy — commiserate the distressing indolence which 
marred the happiness of a spirit so active in planning, and 
so painfally slow in executing, and shrink from his views 
on the subject of future punishment, because, though they 
are very plausible, they cannot upset or fritter away the 
plain unequivocal declaration of Scripture. Shall we not, 
when we enter the world of spirits, be endowed with the 
capability of harmonizing what appear to our finite compre- 
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hension the discrepancies of the Divine government 9 of 
unravelling the awful mysteries which baffle and repel our 
meagre powers of thought ? Will not the perfect harmony 
of these mysteries with the absolute perfection of the Divine 
attributes be made plain to us in a disembodied state? 
Will the soul require any new powers of comprehension to 
enable it to receive the floods of knowledge poured into it? 
Or is its present prison-house the only hindrance to the fiill 
development of those powers, which, when expanded, and 
continuously expanding, in the genial atmosphere of a 
brighter clime ... A whole posse of visitors inter- 
rupted me, and I have neither time nor power to recall 
what I was about to say. 

" I am reading ' Hetherington's History of the Church of 
Scotland,' and my next work is ' Nineveh and Persepolis.' " 

" You ask me how I am employed," she writes to her 
sister-in-law on March 9th. "I don't know whether I 
told you I am one of the secretaries for our 'basket.' 
This is a rather arduous and trying office. We have all the 
work to buy and cut out ; the meetings to arrange ; and 
everybody to invite ; accounts to keep ; articles to enter ; 
to reconcile everything so as to meet everybody's conveni- 
ence, which last, I assure you, requires as much patience as 
was ever exhibited in the renowned land of Uz. 

" K you have not read the * Wide Wide World,' you will 
be amply repaid by its perusal. Thanks to our American 
sisters ! They are doing a noble work — raising that depart- 
ment of literature called fiction from the base use to which 
it has been so long prostituted, and making it what it ought 
to be, and what our blessed Lord in His teachings made it, 
a vehicle for conveying the noblest truths. I have great 
pleasure in thinking that this volume, with the. strange 
cognomen, which in no wise expresses the character of the 
book, has found its way into many families to whom its valu- 
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able truths would otherwise have been unknown, or at least 
would have been ineffective through any other medium than 
that of fiction. I can scarcely conceive it possible for any 
one to read it without being made better. Having said thus 
much in its favour,! may add that it has faults when critically 
analysed, but they bdong entirely to the composition and 
plot of the tale, and in no wise affect the sentiment. 

'' I am reading ' John Foster's Life and Correspondence.' 
It is a rich treat. I never had so much mental enjoyment 
compressed into the space of ten days." 

On March 10th she writes in her journal : '^ How inex- 
pressibly glorious must be that freedom from the restless 
warrings of good and evH in the human soul, wHch we 
shall experience when we get to heaven ! How sweet to 
find everything in and around us in perfect harmony with 
the Divine nature — the immaculate holiness of God ! and 
then, the assurance that all this shall be permanent — eter- 
nal ! There, there shall be no conflict between grace and 
nature ; no wrestling with temptation either from the world 
or the devil ; no struggling with the passions and propensi- 
ties of a fallen nature ; no tearful and agonizing cry after a 
holiness of heart and life which must be had at the expense 
of a crucifixion of the flesh — a resolute and often protracted 
struggle with the powers of evil. No ! toil will then be 
exchanged for rest, sorrow for the joy of an eternal feast, 
conflict for conquest. How the spirit on earth, yearning 
for some definite knowledge of that glorious life to come, 
stretches forward, and eagerly asks with the bafied curiosity 
of Foster : ' How can I sustain an endless duration 9 ' 
' How can I prolong sentiment and action for ever and 
ever 1 ' " — The contrasts in this passage may produce in the 
minds of some readers, views of the present life opposed to 
those really entertained by Miss Hessel. Several passages 
in this volume attest that she regarded our present trials and 
conflicts as a salutary and necessary discipline for heaven. 
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The warrior may commenpiably anticipate the period of 
conquest, but where would be the sweets of conquest had 
there not been the toils of conflict 1 And where would be 
the relish for the holiness of heaven, unless there had been 
" a struggling with the passions and propensities of our 
fallen nature ? " A man may just as wisely expect to become 
a scholar without mental training, as to realize future bless- 
edness without moral training. 

The return of spring generaUy brought, with its ex- 
haustless stores of beauty and delight, physical prostration, 
which revived apprehensions of an early grave. In the 
previous autumn she had written : " I have dwelt much 
to-day on one feature of my mental constitution to which I 
have rarely alluded, even to my most intimate friends. 
From childhood I have loved to muse on death. My imagi- 
nation has made itself funiliar with death in almost every 
form, especially in that of wearying, wasting consumption." 
— The impressions made upon her susceptible nature by 
witnessing the death of two such attached relatives as her 
eldest brother and sister from that disease, viewed in con- 
nexion with her own general debility, easily account for 
this fjEUit. These thoughts were not always melancholy or 
even sad. " Since my conversion," she proceeds " these 
musings have been of a more hallowed nature, and my gen- 
eral feeling has been that of a perfect willingness to die, 
should my Heavenly Father be pleased to call me." 

On April 3rd she writes : " When shall the yearnings of 
my spirit be satisfied 1 How shall I attain that for which 
my soul has panted for the last few weeks — ^holiness ? The 
word has a solemn, almost an awful import. I have been 
so much distressed at my want of this qualification- for 
heaven, that I have had very little enjoyment in religion. 
I have a sense of security, an abiding &ith, which is ' an 
anchor to my soul, sure and steadfast, entering into that 
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within the veil/ but strange to say, even this sense of secu- 
rity &ils to impart its wonted happiness, because my per- 
ceptions of the heinousness of sin and the purity of Gfod 
have been so much more vivid. I want to enjoy closer 
communion with my Saviour, but the remains of carnality 
interpose. I think my anxiety on this subject has been 
increased by an impression which has almost constantly 
haunted me lately, that God designs, ere long, to transplant 
me from the church militant to the church triumphant. 
Much as I have been wont to desire this, and do now, I have 
yet felt as if I had something to do for Qod on earth. 
Hitherto I have done nothing, my life has been useless ; 
and I am humbled at the retrospect. To do what I 
wish will cost me much labour, and my plan may not .be 
God*8. I feel as if I should like to leave something behind 
me, which either as precept, or example, or both, may 
advance God's glory and benefit others. If I were taken now, 
my history would but fiimish a warning — ^but be a beacon 
— telling of talents perverted ; of powers misapplied ; of a 
spirit formed for the highest and noblest attainments, wan- 
dering for years in a labyrinth of doubt and vain reasoning ; 
and when at last it was led by the power of divine grace to 
the perception of its lofty heritage, how miserably it failed 
to realize what might have been expected. Well may the 
cry of such a spirit, awakened to the beauty of holiness, be 
an agonizing one.*' — ^Though these concluding strictures are 
unduly severe, as her friends believe, they are by no means 
to be regarded as purely morbid utterances. To those willing 
to adopt palatable rather than scriptural notions of religion, 
conscious immorality is the chief, if not exclusive cause of 
self-reproach in the near prospect of eternity. But by 
those who have examined the only authoritative instructor, 
it is felt that misimproved opportunities of doing good fur- 
nish cause of righteous condemnation. Such persons view 
religion as an obligation to be discharged as well as a 
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blessing to be enjoyed, and the more distinctly the obliga- 
tion is contemplated, the more forceful does it appear, and 
the greater therefore is the regret experienced for neglect. 
Necessarily hers had hitherto been chiefly a work of prepa- 
ration. And so in fact it continued. But though the 
desire to leave something behind her which might '' advance 
God's glory and benefit others" was not granted in the 
form she meant, He who determines all issues, beheld and 
approved the desire and granted it in another form. Thus 
does it please Him frequently to act. Possibly her purpose 
will be accomplished more efficiently by the thoughts she 
artlessly communicated to her private friends, than by those 
she would have elaborated for the public eye. 

In addition to the depression arising from ordinary phy- 
sical causes, she was now passing through some severe 
mental exercises, which imparted an unusual sadness to her 
spirit. A solace was imparted so remarkably however, that 
a powerful and permanent impression was produced by it. 
She added one more to the many testimonies we possess, 
that ours is a Mthful and compassionate God — ^that He 
will not suffer us to be tempted above that we are able to 
bear. On April 7th she thus addresses her friend Miss S. 

R . "The wind is boisterous and stormy, my dear 

friend, and seems in harmony with all within my soul. I 
would I could tell you a few of the perplexities and trials 
which make it such a little world of commotion. This 
morning I walked to tranquilize myself, a remedy which I 
generally find successful. Clouds of gorgeous light were 
piled up in vast masses against the ethereal blue, and seemed 
to realize almost all that fancy could picture of the ' palace 
of angels and God.' Turret and tower, dome and battle- 
ment, rose up in ever-varying beauty, and were bathed 
in that golden light which seems to me expressed only by 
one word — glory. . But over my head was a dense black 
cloud which seemed no inapt emblem of the darkness 
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brooding over my spirit for the last few days. I watched 
it until I perceived it was fringed with light, and as that 
fringe grew broader, I saw it was a cloud with a silver 
lining. I watched it steadily as its fleecy light rolled out- 
wards, and lo ! it suddenly divided, and the sun poured 
upon my vision such a flood of light as dazzled and almost 
overwhelmed me. What a precious emblem, thought I, of 
the spiritual cloud which encompasses my mind. And then 
came the heart-searchings. Am I willing to submit to 
these trials, * if thereby my spiritual growth may be pro- 
moted 1 ' My fiill heart answered : * Even so. Father,* if 
' so it seemeth good in thy sight.' From that dark cloud, 
vain though m^y be my endeavours to pierce it, I have 
nothing to fear, for behind it is another, even that of the 
Divine presence, and it as much overshadows me as though 
no darker one intervened. And, as to the eye of faith, there 
is light beyond the darkness, so to the ear of faith there is 
a voice coming out of the cloud, imparting something of the 
energy of its own omnipotence to the trembling heart : 
' Have not I commanded thee ? Be strong and of a good 
courage ; be not afiraid, neither be thou dismayed ; for the 
Lord thy God is with thee whithersoever thou goest.' *' — It 
is one of the self-evidencing proofs of the Divine origin of 
the Scriptures, that passages addressed to a particular per- 
son, on a special occasion, have an adaptation for many others 
in ages quite remote and circumstances widely diflerent. 
There is a subtle essence in them which the spiritually- 
minded only can discern, but in virtue of which such a mind 
can appropriate and feel to be vitally nutritious, what to 
other eyes appears destitute of interest and importance. 

Anticipating a visit to the same friend, she writes on 
April 23rd : "I have spent a singular week, — singular I mean 
with reference to the inner life. I have had moments of 
deep depression, of painful humiliation, and - also of high 
and hallowed enjoyment. And now in the prospect of 
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committing myself to the pleasing dangers of Leeds and 
Howden, I endeavour to claim that part of the promise 
which seemed to me most mysterious, but which I now 
understand : * The Lord thy God is with thee whitherso- 
ever thou goest.* How my faith staggered at the greatness 
of the command and promise, and how reason argued that 
a commission to the heaven-appointed leader of a great 
people — a leader of the armies of Israel, — could have nothing 
to do with me. But faith surmounts greater difficulties 
than this, and realizes the promise in proportion to its own 
strength." 

Her friend's cheerful and intelligent society, together with 
change of air, greatly benefited Miss HesseL Her spirits 
appear to have recovered their usual tone. On June 17th 
she again throws her heart open to her : " Having roused 
myself from a delicious reverie, — a long contemplation of the 
fair moon and that one solitary attendant, whose unrivalled 
beauty you are perhaps at this moment admiring, dearest 
S^^ah, — I have trimmed my lamp, opened my writing case, 
and sat down to the pleasing task of half-an-hour s commu- 
ning with you. I have to-night felt an unusual yearning 
of spirit towards you, almost a feeling that my spirit beat 
in unison with yours ; that an unseen hand had strung the 
chords of both, and that now they vibrate to the same mystic 
touch. Do you feel anything like this ? It is a deeper 
feeling even than that so beautifiilly shadowed out by the 
poet in those lines with which I dare say you are acquainted : 

' Has a strange mysterious feeling, 

Something shapeless, undefined, 
O'er thy lonely musings stealing 

Ne'er impressed thy pensive mind — 
As if she, whose strong resemblance, 

Fancy in that moment drew, 
By coincident remembrance 

Knew your thoughts, and thought of you ? ' 
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In gazing on such a scene as the one from which I have 
jast turned, there seems to be a medium of communication 
between us. You will assuredly watch that moon and those 
staxs ; they will give rise to thoughts and feelings which 
your friend can realize and enjoy. The ordinary medium 
of conununication — the interchange of thought and feeling 
in bye-gone days — has so far opened out to us their hidden 
springs, that this more subtle and refined intercourse of the 
spirit assumes almost the certainty of language. I am not 
now indulging in any vague dream of fancy. These are 
certain and instinctive premonitions of an eternal spiritual 
life, — a life now imprisoned, hereafter to be free, — a life 
which even here has sometimes strength enough to plume 
its wing, and at least struggle to soar to that perfect com- 
munion with kindred nature, which it shall one day fully 
enjoy. 

" Much as I value your friendship on earth, dear Sarah, 
I look forward, very often, to the time when it shall receive 
a nobler stamp — a higher impress — before the presence of 
Grod and holy angels. The thought would seem presump- 
tuous, it does in some moods, but there are moments, such 
as Young describes as * quite on the verge of heaven,' when 
the soul is lost in that loving confidence which appropriates 
His merits who hallowed human friendship, and left His 
own life as our example, — itself adorned with one pre- 
eminently exalted friendship. There are moments, when 
the expectation of such a consummation of our friendship 
seems anything but presumptuous. Our thoughts tend 
ever on and rest not in the present, — a glorious foreshad- 
owing this of the loftiness of our future life." — Do they not 
err who are expecting the enjoyments of heaven to be alto- 
gether different in their nature from those of earth 1 Scrip- 
ture teaches that there is an intimate connexion between the 
present and the fixture of our history. It represents the future 
as the consummation of the present — the produce of seed 
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we are now sowing. Necessarily we shall carry with us 
into the future world our mental and moral tastes and habits 
— for it is to form these we are sent here. Everything 
therefore that is a proper source of enjoyment to our moral 
nature here, will be a source of enjoyment there. The con- 
tact of mind with mind will be as pleasing and as beneficial. 
Every earthly Christian friendship will be perpetuated, and 
of course " receive a nobler stamp." In fact we may infer 
from Scripture that the bond of intercourse will be mental 
and moral, rather than fleshly, kindredship. 

She proceeds : " I have read Mrs. Judson's life. She was 
a fine woman. Her biographer, however, has spoiled the 
book. She was Dr. Judson's second wife, the worthy suc- 
cessor of the brilliant and accomplished Ann H. Judson. 
She died on her passage from Burmah to America, and was 
buried at St. Helena. Some of her poetry is rich in simple 
pathos and genuine feeling. One poem has specially 
pleased me. It reminds me of Bishop Heber's : ' If thou 
wert by my side, love.' But the circumstances give it a 
deeper interest. She was about to part from her husband 
at the Isle of France ; he to return to Burmah ; she to seek 
renewed health in America. It proved a final parting. 
I will just copy the first and last verses, — the last her 
fingers ever penned : 

' We part on this green islet, love. 

Then for the eastern main ; 
I for the setting sun, love. 
Oh t when to meet again. 

' Then gird thine armour on, love, 
Nor &int thou by the way. 
Till fioodh shall fall, and Burmah's sons 
Shall own Messiah^s sway.' " 

After describing some exciting but unpleasant occurrences, 
she thus addresses the same friend on July 1st : " Amid all 
this hurly-burly you will readily believe that I have not 
I 
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had much time for reading. I have, however, got through 
Charlotte Elizabeth's * Personal Becollections/ with which 
I have been much pleased. I do not award unqualified 
admiration, but I admire her style, and her deep, earnest 
endeavours to promote the cause of Protestant truth, of re- 
ligion and humanity. It is wonderful she accomplished so 
much with such a barrier to free communication. 

'' Her deaf and dumb boy is quite a study. It is curious 
to trace the strange originality of his ideas, and how luxu- 
riant they became, as his kind patron assiduously uprooted 
the weeds in that moral waste, which became a garden of 
the Lord. If you have not read it, you would be greatly 
interested in the progress of his mental powers. From the 
strange notion that the stars were cut out with scissors, and 
stuck in the firmament with the end of a thumb, behold 
him rising to the sublime idea, that the lightning was the 
opening and shutting of God's eye, and the rainbow the 
reflection of His smile." 

In twenty days thoughts are flowing from the pen for the 
same friend again : '' Doa't you know Longfellow is an 
especial favourite of mine, fantastic though he sometimes 
be 1 I should very much like to hear ' Evangeline ' well 
read. I like the ' Spanish Student.' Many of the passages 
have a great deal of beauty in them. There is a mine of 
heart-wealth in that reply of the gypsy girl, contrasting her 
own ignorance with the varied learning of her lover, and 
clinging to him with all the deep devotion of her woman's 
heart, while measuring the distance between them she 
meekly, sadly, but nobly says : 

* I cannot reason, I can only feel I 
Bnt thon hast language for all thonghts and feelings. 
Thou art a scholar ; and sometimes I think 
We cannot walk together in this world ; 
The distance that divides ns is too great. 
Henceforth thy pathway lies among the stars ; 
I must not hold thee back.' 
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" Speaking of Longfellow reminds me of the sweet hours 
I spent with him in the Isle of Wight. What glorious 
minds we may commune with by our own hearth, while 
they are carrying on their pperationsin another hemisphere, 
or, perchance, in another world. 

"And now ferewell. The sun is shining, and ere my 
truants (her mother and a visitor) arrive, I should like half 
an hour's commune with Horace Smith amid the flowers — 
those floral apostles, that in dewy splendour ' Weep without 
woe, and blush without a crime.' I wish you were with me, 
I would resign Horace for that pleasure most gladly. As 
it is, however, J must away with my silent companion — 

' Not to the domes, where crumbling aroh and colmnn 

Attest the feebleness of mortal hand. 
But to that fane, most catholic and solemn, 
Which God hath planned.' 

How vast and deep the love which God has treasured up in 
these ' ephemeral sages ' for our unfolding ! 

• 

' What instructors hoary, 
For such a world of thought could furnish scope ! 
Each fading calyx a memento mori, 
Yet fount of hope.' ** 

Many times, no doubt, as she had stood beneath Jackdaw 
Crag, and watched the liquid surface, — now rippled, now 
" smooth as the polished mirror," but always reflecting the 
clear or clouded sky and numerous trees — and listened to 
the mingled notes, sometimes, it may be, of fancied harmony, 
of the feathered songsters, a full tide of poetic sensibility 
had rushed through her soul. Would that she had frequently 
embodied her emotions, alike when her mood had given 
complexion to the scene and received complexion from it ! 
We have one poetic reminiscence written this summer. She 
entitled it 



124 MXMOBIALS OF ELIZA HES8EL. [1853 

A SONNET, 
WBITTEN OK THE BANKS OF THE WHABFB. 

Here is a refuge for the world- worn heart, 

A quiet nook where peace and plenty reign ; 
Where the lone spirit writhing 'neath the smart 

Of bitter wrongs, or crushed affection's pain. 
Or Minting in the battle line of life — 

Or struggling with the crested waves which rise 
In thundering rage — may gird itself for strife, 

Or arm for patient toil. Here weary eyes 
May feast, and pale not, upon Nature's charms, 

And in the shade of moss-grown rock and tree. 
Where low-voiced waters run 'neath sheltering arms 

Of crag and bower, the heart may learn on Thee 
To lean. Thou all-beneficent ! whose love and power 
Are pledged to guard thine own in every trying hour. 

There are those who would have us believe that to sur- 
render the soul to evangelical religion is to robe it with 
gloom, and renounce all self-respect. Let such read the 
following lines — the breathings of Miss Hessel*s inmost 
heart. They were not the utterance of a momentary excite- 
ment. She had first recorded the confessions they contain 
in her diary, and afterwards, as we have seen, she trans- 
mitted them, as an act of reciprocity to her friend in Leeds. 
With such self-abasement as a vivid view of the infinite 
majesty and purity of the Divine Nature cannot fail to in- 
spire, there is no gloom, no asceticism, no self-despection. 
On the contrary there is an expression of delightful filial 
feeling toward God, a deep sympathy with all that is bright 
and joyous in nature as being but the dim reflection of His 
ineflable goodness, and a glowing exultation in the prospect 
of endless existence. It is an unutterable solace to her 
dearest friends that one so buoyant — whose conduct had not 
unfrequently exposed her to the charge of frivolity — should 
now find cherished sustenance for her higher nature in con- 
templations so tranquillizing and ennobling. 
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Eternal Spirit ! Thou who reign'st supreme 
O'er the wide earth, and the unnumher'd worldfl. 
On which I gaze enrapt in silent awe ; — 
Thou who hast hung on high those glorious gems 
Spangling the outstretched curtains of Thy throne ; — 
Thou who art Sovereign Lord of all that is. 
Of all that from eternity hath been, 
And through immense eternity shall be, — 
To Thee I cry : and from the solitude 
Of Thy majestic temple dare to raise 
^ My feeble faltering song. And can'st Thou deign 
From the unshadowed glory of that throne 
Which angels gasse not on, to hear my prayer, 
And listen to an erring mortal's praise ? 
Father in heaven, all things are Thine, — ^Thy care 
And Thy creation, — who Thyself dost reign 
Thron'd above all, th' Eternal, Uncreate : 
All things are Thine, and all Thy sovereign care, 
From the rapt seraph, who for ever stands 
Nearest the dazzling glory of Thy throne, 
To the minutest thing that doth rejoice 
In the young fleeting life which Thou hast given. 
And I am Thine ! I tremble when I think 
Of the great universe Thou dost sustain, 
Of worlds that sprang to order at Thy word, 
And sink to chaos when Thou dost command ; 
My heart is bowed within me, and I feel 
A cypher *mid uncounted millions, — 
An atom on creation's boundless shore, — 
A speck on ocean's vast un&thomed waste. 
Yet, All Beneficent ! I bless Thy name 
That Thou hast made my being like Thyself, — 
Immortal. Here, in Thy solemn temple. 
Under the lofty dome Thy hand hath rear'd. 
Amid the dark woods' twilight solitude. 
Alone with Thee, I worship and adore. 
Father ! Lord ! though wide be Thy domain. 
Thine eye pierces my being, reads each thought. 
Scans present, past, and future. Oh I I seem 
To stand, reading the record of the past. 
Beneath the blaze of Thy Omniscience, 
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The record of my folly, sin, and pride. 

Before Thee I confess them all. My sonl 

In its unfolding bloom, went strangely ont^ 

Qnestioning things around me of Thy Being, 

Nature, essence. But wayward and perverse. 

Of Thine I learnt not Thee. When riper years 

Built up their meed of folly, I had dared, 

Spuming the lessons of thy love, to doubt 

Thy care and goodness, and forgetting all 

With which Thy love had blessed me, my proud heart 

Yearned for the gifts Thou had'st denied — ^wealth, &me 

With clarion voice, and beauty's dower, the rush 

Of 'winged words,' the gift of lofty song. 

All these hath my young heart desired, in these 

Had fiincy given to happiness her home. 

But now, O Father I wise, and just, and good, 
My Pixtker I now I bless thy name for what 
Thy wisdom hath denied ; and would adore 
The goodness which so richly hath bestowed. 
I thank Thee, Lord, that Thou hast tuned my heart 
To nature's symphonies ; that all its chords 
Vibrate with joyous music ; and bound high 
To join the harmony which swells the deep. 
Unceasing poaan, of the universe. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

One of the remarkable features of the Bible — J. B. Gongh — ^Yalna- 
ble lessons learnt from annoyances — Longfellow — Misinterpreta- 
tions of Providence — "The death of Abijah" — GilfiOan's criticism 
on "Abijah" — Southey's Life of Cowper — Alexander Smith's 
Life-drama — John Howe's remark on Pantheism — Nature an edn- 
cational-agent — "The Ministering Angel/' 

It is one of the many remarkable features of the Bible, 
that it supplies materials suited to every variety of thinkers. 
The philosopher and poet, as well as the divine, may there 
find large employment for their powers. It is almost as 
ample a storehouse of themes for the poet as for the preacher. 
One of its historical events was now engaging the attention 
of Miss Hessel with a view to a poem. After narrating 

numerous engagements, she says to Miss N on August 

23rd : "I did, however, spend the whole of yesterday morn- 
ing in study. My subject was an interesting one — ^the revolt 
of the ten tribes — Jeroboam's accession, with the circum- 
stances connected therewith, up to Abijah's death. The 
result you may see some day in a little blank verse poem, 
which is now in progress. 

" I suppose you will have heard of our drive to Leeds a 
week ago. We arrived at the Music Hall at seven, where 
we met your brother, and managed to find standing room 
at the extreme end of the hall, where, by the aid of your 
brother's shoulder, and the kind assistance of a dapper little 
gentleman from Baines's office, I managed to maintain my 
equilibrium on the edge of a plank for two mortal hours. 
But I was abundantly repaid by the eloquent oration of Mr. 
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Qough. I never listened to a man of such diversified 
natural talents, nor heard a history so strangely romantic. 
Totally uneducated, he has been raised from the very depths 
of social degradation. Stripped of wife, children, and pa- 
rents ; every tie which bound him to humanity wrenched 
asunder; and degraded, in his own eyes, to a leprous, 
polluted thing, which it would be an act of mercy to crush I 

out of existence, see him rising at the age of twenty-five ; 
and having startled most of the cities of the Union with 
his thrilling eloquence, he has come to England by special 
invitation. Intense study and excessive labour have much 
impaired his health, but, at thirty years of age, he seems in 
the full bloom of mental vigour. It requires a more vivid 
pen than mine to describe his style, since he can apparently 
adopt any, and be original in aU. He will sketch a scene 
with the most minute and delicate pencilling — ^burst upon 
you with a rush of overwhelming eloquence — shrivel up 
your heart with the most cutting sarcasms, stroke after 
stroke, each one finer and more pointed than the last — ^melt 
you to tears with his thrilling pathos and touching appeals 
— convulse you with laughter at his life-like descriptions 
and inimitable mimicry — and finally, after having touched 
and wound up the master chord of every bosom in a vast 
assembly, with a genuine child-like simplicity he will ac- 
knowledge his gratitude to God for the position to which he 
is raised, and confess that he holds it only by faith in the 
atonement, and simple, constant reliance on the strength 
which God supplies. I wish you could have heard him.** 

" It seemed something like a comfort," she writes to her 
cousin at Howden on August 26th, " to see such a respect- 
able letter from you, especiaUy after one had been ignorant 
of your whereabouts in this round world for some months. 
I am right glad to hear you have enjoyed yourself so much. 
You know my maxim is, there's nothing like travelling, and 
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no mode of travelling like that of steam, whether by land 
or sea. It is glorious to be one of that ^half a living world/ 
borne along by the great fire-horse, over valleys and through 
mountains, running races with the wind and annihilating 
time and distance. But as I have not got much to annihil- 
ate this morning, I must not let my fancy run away with 
my wits. I will only add that I hope to hear all about 
your journey from your own lips, ere long." 

Her brother, who had now completed his allowed term of 
ministerial service at Bristol, was naturally wishfdl to be 
nearer his widowed mother, and was appointed to the 
Woodhouse Grove Circuit, to reside at Idle. Miss Hessel, 
in company with a sister of Mrs. William's, who was on a 
visit to Boston Spa, joined them on the day of their arrival. 
It is not surprising that Mrs. William's first impressions 
were unfavourable. She was not only, for the first time, 
taking up her residence amongst strangers, and exchanging 
a dty for a straggling irregularly-built village, but the man- 
ners of the people contrasted unfavourably with those of 
her previous acquaintance. And ''troubles seldom come 

alone." Our friend's letter to Miss S. E furnishes too 

just a glimpse of some inconveniences attendant on the life 
of a Wesleyan minister, and too interesting an exhibition of 
the writer, to be suppressed. September 6th : " I have sat 
down this morning feeling very doubtful whether to laugh 
or cry, but finding the former more agreeable, have had an 
explosion, and now proceed. I shall certainly not soon for- 
get the experience of the last three days. We found Sarah 
very low, Minnie very mischievous, and a lazy half-witted 
woman in the house, who began to be ill on Sunday, and 
after frightening us dreadfully by most unearthly noises, 
was dismissed. On Monday we got a little girl. But a 
troop of events happened before that. 

"Fanny went out of chapel poorly in the evening. 
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Daring the night she was taken worse, and without light or 
anybody to get one, we passed some miserable hours. At 
length matters grew so bad that I was compelled to grope 
my way in this strange house, and find some matches. 
Fanny spent the night in sickness and violent retchings. 
No doctor can be had here. The old one died last week, 
and the circuit- steward had to fetch one from Bradford. A 
young Methodist doctor came, very clever, I understand ; a 
preacher's son too, whose sympathies therefore were soon 
enlisted in our favour. Fanny is much better this morning, 

but Mr. L says she has been very ill, and had not the 

medicine taken effect, she would now have been in a very 
precarious state. 

'* It was an amusing scene to see him standing by her 
bed-side, she pertinaciously maintaining she must get up, 
and he, — with his tall figure, good head and eyes, but most 
remarkably mild and gentle expression of countenance, and 
low unassuming voice, — saying : ' I will not allow you, 
though of course I cannot hinder you.' Poor Fanny, she was 
compelled to submit, notwithstanding the easy manageable 
look of this undoctor-like young doctor. He has just de- 
parted, and I hope we shall have no callers to-day. Fanny 
is to nurse, and if I were to tell you the diversity of my 
employments yesterday — the incessant toil, yet infinite 
variety, which kept me at it from four o'clock in the morn- 
ing until ten at night, you would think it almost incredible. 
William and I had many a laugh over it. 

'' I have philosophized on these matters with some advan- 
tage I hope. I have learnt that a thing may be noble or 
ignoble, according to the spirit in which it is performed — 
that labour is dignified when it is rightly estimated, and 
that usefulness is more honourable than that false refine- 
ment which despises it. There are two sides to every sub- 
ject, and the brightest is best worth looking at. It is not 
quite easy, I admit, to accomplish this, but it is possible ; 
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and the ef&>rt is valuable apart from its resnlta Bat my 
egotism mnst come to an end." 

On the 19th she writes to the same Mend : Since I came 
home I have begun to study a little, but I have no results 
' worth communicating at present. I feel sadly deficient in 
mental energy. My mind is painfully exercised sometimes. 
I have an increasing conviction that my duty lies in the 
direction I have previously intimated to you, and though 
my efforts at present must be humble, I feel convinced that 
the great truths which take firmest hold of me are unpalat- 
able to the mass of religious readers in the present day. I 
have many disadvantages, and my poor head is sometimes 
racked with thoughts which few could understand. Occa- 
sionaUy I feel a desire to quench the aspirations of this in- 
tellectual life within me, but I dare not. However little of 
happiness it may bring, and however much of mental toil it 
may involve, I feel that my motto must be * onward and 
upward,' — must be, because there is a moral obligation rest- 
ing upon every human being to do what he can for Gk)d and 
his fellow-men. 

' Art is loiig, and time is fleeting, 

And our hearts though stout and brave, 
Still, like muffled drums, are beating 
Funeral marches to the grave. 

' Let US, then, be up and doing. 
With a heart for any fiite ; 
Still achieving, still pursuing, 
Learn to labour and to wait.' 

" I was charmed with a remark made by a lady to Mrs. 
Stowe, at Maine, Longfellow's birth-place, the forest of 
which is described in his introduction to Evangeline. Bead- 
ing his poems amid the scenery which has given such life- 
like beauty to them, she remarked : ' He must have learnt 
his measure from the sea ; there is just its beautiful ripple 
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in all his verses/ After hearing this, the singular music of 
Evangeline has a double charm. One or two passages are 
now lying before me that strikingly illustrate its truth. 
There is something exquisitely beautiful in the truest poet 
of nature setting the sweet fresh poetry of his heart to the 
music of the waves. 

'' I envied you the honour and pleasure of an introduc- 
tion to Mrs. Stowe. May>be that happiness is yet in store 
for me, though a world of waters will soon lie between us. 
There is a very good explanation of * Make to yourselves 
friends of the mammon of unrighteousness/ in her tale : ' It 
is more blessed to give than to receive.' " 

Her health improved so greatly during this summer, that 
a hope of protracted life began to dawn. This was wel- 
comed not so much for the sake of realizing enjoyment as 
usefulness. Though this involved conflict, as ^he well 
knew, she deemed that no reason for not desiring or attempt- 
ing it. She writes on October 8th : " More than seven 
months have elapsed since I made an entry in this book, 
and in reviewing the last record, I have been struck with 
the change which has slowly, but steadily, been working in 
my mind with reference to life. I feel a growing anxiety to 
do something for God and my fellow-creatures before I leave 
this world, and for this reason my desire to live has become 
ardent. I think I am right in the conviction that my chief 
medium of usefulness must be my pen. Often have I spread 
this matter before Ood, and while endeavouring to cultivate 
the talents He has given me, I have been sustained by the 
hope of His blessing on my toil Temptations of a pain- 
ful nature have assailed me, and 1 have sometimes almost 
yearned to quench the aspirations of this intellectual 
life, and to shake off my responsibilities to God for the 
talents He has bestowed. Oh ! the mental conflict I have 
endured ! But, generally speaking, my thoughts on this 
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subject have been of a more pleasing character, and I have 
been thankful that my lot has been cast amid circamstances 
favourable to the development of my mental powers." 

Early in this month she paid a visit to her uncle at How- 
den. A letter, in an unusually sombre strain, is addressed 

to Miss N on October 19tL " I always notice," says 

she, " that when one sad memory takes possession of the 
heart, it is like a magnet, it attracts dozens more, until the 
' chambers of imagery* are hung with sable, and every picture 
of light and beauty is hid in the dim folds of its drapery.** 

Two days afterwards she says to Miss S. R : " I am 

now about fifty pages deep in the life of Sir Fowel Buxton. 
I am reading it with great interest and some care. You 
know that I generaUy stumble upon books in a very acci- 
dental way. I have had the curiosity to mark of late the 
character of such as I have thus met with, and with a 
grateful observance of the minute arrangements of Provi- 
dence, I am led to think that an unseen hand has supplied 
those best fitted to prepare me for the life I have chosen. 
The last five words are spoken in faith, for truly sight can- 
not penetrate that life, and distant indeed, even to my faith, 
does the realization of my wishes appear. Still I am doing 
something, though it be but girding on my armour.*' — It 
is the delight of the devout, as it is the duty of all, to 
observe " the minute arrangements of Providence.*' For 
the sake of young readers, however, it may be needful to 
utter a caution against misinterpretation of the designs of 
Providence. For the same reason that the Almighty pro- 
hibited the tempting fruit of a tree He himself planted 
in the garden of Eden, He requires us to avoid many tempt- 
ing books placed in our way. A twofold purpose is clearly 
intended by all the occurrences of life. One is to reveal 
our character, the other is to aid in its formation. It is 
needful for the invigoration of virtuous principle that it be 
sometimes exercised in acts of resistance. Whenever there- 
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fore the agreeable becomes the practicable, a call arises for 
the enquiry : Is this to be accepted or rejected ? And that 
question is to be answered solely on grounds relating to the 
Divine will. 

Qratifying as it is to find Miss Hessel thus recognizing 
Providence, there is much less cause for surprise in the fact 
to which she adverts than at first view might appear. She 
was not likely, in the circles in which she moved, to meet 
with books unsuitable for her perusal. The ever-increasing 
supply of literature renders it increasingly important to 
exercise discretion in our choice. Solomon's aphorism : 
" He that walketh with wise men shall be wise ; but a com- 
panion of fools shall be destroyed," is worthy the earnest 
consideration of all readers. 

She proceeds : " I am dotting down thoughts in a very 
medley style, and I believe my first humble effort will be a 
short paper for our * Miscellany,' addressed to the young, on 
the importance of making life a useful and honourable thing. 

" I could not in a letter, nor indeed in any other way, 
tell you a fraction of the temptations or perplexities which 
assail me — of the racking thoughts which find no anodyne 
but prayer. Again and again have I to say to myself, as I 
would say to those who may have patience enough to follow 
my Hhought-tracks:' True, God has not called you to the 
lofty task of writing upon that blackened monument of a 
nation's disgrace, the American slave law, the sentence of 
destruction, holding it up for every nation of the earth, 
Christian and Pagan, to arise and ratify. But because you 
are not one of those master-spirits which sometimes alight 
upon the world as pioneers in its great moral reforms, point- 
ing the nations to the dawning of that day of Millenial 
glory which shall surely come, have you no part nor lot in 
this matter ? no trophy to win ' in the world's wide field of 
battle ' for Him who won eternal life for you ? no work in 
the vineyard which your Saviour's blood hath purchased, 
and which He hath given to His church to cultivate I 
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" Many practical subjects start up before me, to which I 
feel almost irresistibly drawn. I wish to clothe my thoughts 
upon them in appropriate and concise language, and to en- 
force them by short earnest appeals to reason and the Bible. 
Some of these are founded on passages in our Lord's ser- 
mon on the mount. How much I should like to personify 
the spirit of sectarianism which exists in the present day, 
and hold it up to receive the condemnation of the gospel of 
Christ." — This was not a sudden and therefore transient 
feeling. Hers was a truly catholic spirit. From her inmost 
heart she said : " Grace be with all them that love our Lord 
Jesus Christ in sincerity." Will not every reader join in 
that supplication 9 How unutterably to be regretted that 
difference of opinion in matters of creed or polity should 
constitute a barrier to heart-intercourse amongst the follow- 
ers of the same Saviour — the expectants of the same ever- 
lasting home ! Shall the servant adopt a more rigid standard 
of requirement than the Master ? Shall we exclude from 
our fraternal regards those whom we believe He not only 
accepts but approves and honours 1 Is not this essentially 
an anti-protestant, as well as anti-christian, spirit? Is it 
not virtually to deny the right of judgment to others ? 
Nay, is it not the incarnation of presumption and pride, by 
arrogating to ourselves the capability and right of deter- 
mining what is to be held and practised in matters for 
which persons are accountable to none but God ? Let those 
who cherish sectarianism hold themselves prepared to give 
substantial reasons for it. And especially let those who 
fraternize more cordially with those who differ from them 
on points they hold to be vital, than with those who differ 
on points held to be secondary only, ask themselves how 
they can justify such conduct. 

" My dear girl," she proceeds, " your sphere of action is 
a vastly important one. None but an infinite mind can 
grasp the results of your labour in that one department of 
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your toil for God and man — the Sabbath schooL Oh ! when 
we get to heaven, and trace influence in all its infinite rami- 
flcationSy we shall wonder that we allowed any opportunity 
to pass of sowing seed — seed which may bear such mighty 
produce, and which never can return to the sower un- 
fhiitfiil." 

After a very pleasant visit of nearly six weeks she re- 
turned to Boston Spa, and on Dec. 1st assures the same 
friend " it would be charity of the very noblest kind," if 
she would come and spend a week with her. Three weeks 
after, however, she makes known the tribute she can levy 
from disappointment even : " You may imagine how dis- 
appointed I felt that you did not come. And yet the 
anticipation was more dreadful than the reality. Is there 
not always more intensity of feeling in the anticipation of 
a thing than in the reality ? I think I have always found 
it so in sorrow. There is a natural adaptation of the mind 
to circumstances, which is in itself a blessing of no mean 
order. 

" I must borrow from Bishop Heber, and say, ' If thou 
wert by my side, love,' here, on this matter-of-fact sofa, I 
think we should discuss a few things ' in particular * with 
some earnestness. I have thought a great deal about ^ you 
and yours,' although ' I and mine ' have engrossed so much 
attention lately. I have just cut up into spells the first 
draft of a paper which is now on its way to that mysterious 
personage, the editor of a London periodical. 'Tis a very 
humble effort, but it has gone to a very unpretending maga- 
zine. I was too intensely dissatisfied with it to dress it up 
as neatly as might have been. There is but one thought 
which prevents me eschewing pens, ink, and paper for ever, 
— ^it is the imperative duty of trying to be useftiL How 
easy it is writing to you 1 Were it but as easy to write for 
the public, it would be mere child's play — a simple pouring 
out of the soul through the pen as natural as a child's con- 
fidences to its mother, and as easy. 
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" I am somewhat of an invalid, neither poorly enough to 
lie in bed, nor well enough to be of any use up. I have 
suffered a great deal from mental depression for the last 
few days. This has been partly from natural causes, over 
which I had no control, and partly the result of my seden- 
tary habits, which, of course, I could have controlled." — 
There is more in this brief statement than some readers 
may see. To regard it as simply explanatory of her own 
case, is, no doubt, to extract all the meaning she intended, 
but certainly not all it admits. How many instances of 
mental depression, of bodily affliction, of death, even, are 
there, of which it may not be affirmed that the cause was 
partly beyond, and partly within, control ? Science may 
now be said to have demonstrated that human health is 
just as much the subject of law as animal or vegetable 
health. There is the same propriety in attributing exhaus- 
tion from toil, or feebleness from fasting to Providence, as 
lost health. They are all results. It is provided by the 
All-wise Buler that those who neglect physical require- 
ments shall sooner or later experience physical suffering. 
Ignorance is no shield firom the penalty of transgression in 
Divine, any more than in human, administration. 

One of her young friends, now resident in the metropolis, 
had elicited the promise of a poetical composition. After 

informing Miss S. R , now on a visit to that friend, that 

she was but little improved, and that medical aid had been 
procured, she apologizes for the delay. Jan. 20th, 1854 : 
" Give my love to Miss Elizabeth, and tell her how vexed, 
mortified, and ashamed I am, to delay the fulfilment of her 
request. My ears did bum furiously, and on that veritable 
Friday evening too, so much so^ that I really wondered 
whether anybody was talking about me, and I repeated : 
' ELas a strange mysterious feeling ' <fec., — you know the 
rest. I leave the fact for you to reflect upon, perhaps until 

K 
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you bring to light a principle more subtle than animal mag- 
netism — a spiritual telegraph, to whose messages our atten- 
tion is called by ear-burning instead of bell-ringing. Ah ! 
there are indeed ' more things in heaven and earth than are 
dreamt of in our philosophy.' 

" I enclose you ' Abijah/ " she says to the same friend 
on February ^th, '* which I have just finished, after a fort- 
night's cessation from all care and thought, at least of a 
literary kind. I am better now, and have derived great 
benefit from a fortnight's romping with Minnie, my little 
niece, who has been here with her papa and mamma. She 
has grown a sweet child, and such a lively little creature 
that books and work were almost laid aside for her. In- 
deed her Imperial Highness did not admit of such a division 
of her subject's attention, but took them from me and 
scattered them. 

" 1 must beg you to return the enclosed as soon as possi- 
ble. I have only this copy, and don't yet know its desti- 
nation. I cannot write about it what I want you to know. 
Do your best to find fault with it ; that is, give me the 
benefit of that judgment and taste which you know I value, 
but which you have hitherto abstained from furnishing on 
your friend's productions. You know I don't want eulogy." 

"Abijah" was duly returned, accompanied with com- 
mendatory comments. " Your criticism, alas 1 is too friendly 
to be taken for a specimen of a public one," she replies on 
the 20th. " I am a better hand at finding feiult with it 
than you." The reader shall have the opportunity of 
judging of its merits. Its proper title was 

THE DEATH OF ABUAH. 

I Elings ziv. 

Fast fell night's shadows on the lofty towers 
And gorgeous palaces, that reared their heads 
Like the creation of some sorcerer's wand. 
In Ephraim's mount. Sunlight had faded from 
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The yalley, where in sullen gloom, o*erhung 
With draping mist, cold Jordan urged his way 
To the deep silent lake, where lay engulph'd 
The cities of the plain. The golden light 
That lingered on Mount Grerizim grew dim, 
And the tired antelope npon its hrow 
Sought a still resting-place ; while in the plain 
Ten thousand songsters hush'd their warhling notes ; 
Ten thousand blushing flowers that fondly tum'd 
To the sun's slanting beams, now slowly closed 
Their velvet petals, till his gentle kiss 
Should softly wake them on the coming mom. 

All Nature, with her vesper-hymn of praise. 
Her matin-song, her noon-tide ofiforing, — 
Her ceaseless fealty to the God of Heaven, — 
Protests against man's vile ingratitude. 

In a rich chamber of the regal hails 
Of Shechem, tw^ight threw its pensive shade ; 
And Israers new-made monarch silent sat 
In royal misery. Fierce passions rent 
His guilty soul. But ever and anon. 
As his eye rested on the couch where lay 
His dying son, the father's heart was stirred, 
And even as a child the strong man wept. 

That mom, in the full flush of kingly power 

He had led Israel forth to sacrifice 

Unto strange Gods in Bethel. In a new 

And gorgeous temple Nebat's impious son 

Stood by the altar, and before high heaven 

IJtter'd a nation's base apostasy. 

Signal and swift had been th' avenging sign 

Of the insulted Deity. Israel fled 

Before that heaven-arm'd prophet at whose word 

The idol sacrifice, with all its pomp. 

Was as the chaff before the angry wind : 

While he, the self-made priest, stood stricken there 

A monument, one moment, of the just 

And holy law of God, — ^the next, a pledge 
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To a baokflliddeii nation, that in wrath 

He would remember mercy, and forgive 

His chosen people's sin. They who came forth 

With dance and song on that bright mom, now fled 

Back to their homes in silence and in fear. 

And he who, in his guilty pride, '* had made 

** Israel to sin,** sat in his palace home, 

Waiting the dread fulfilment of that curse 

Wrought by ambition and the lust of power. 

Abijah slept. — And Jeroboam bent 

To hear the deep-drawn breath and murmur'd prayer 

Which ev'n in sleep his child was offering up 

To the true God. 

The slumberer woke and rais'd 
To his hot brow a thin, white hand, and cried 
In a &int, passionate tone, " My mother t " 
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"Thy mother hasteth, child ! She brings for- thee 
" From Shiloh, the ghwl boon of health. The sun 
" Is hid behind the mountain, and her steps 
Are nearing home. Look up and greet her, boy, 
With a fre^ smile and pleasant ! She has laid 
Her queenly robes and royal state aside 
And joumey'd fiir, as a poor wayfiurer, 
"To bring the cooling balsam for thy brow ; 
" And the sweet word of promise from the lips 
"Of him who first did hail thy fiither ' King.' 
"To-morrow the rich glow of health shall rise 
"And mantle on thy cheeks ; and thou shalt chase, 
" Ere long, the wild gazelle upon the hills, 
" And mount, with thy free bounding step, the rocks 
Where the young eagles dwell, and gather flowers 
Spangled with morning's diamond dew, to twine 
In the dark tresses of thy mother's hair. 
" Thou smilest^ boy 1 and thou must live to wear 
" Thy fiither's crown, — ^the sire of a long line 
" Of Israel's kings. Posterity shall hear 
" The fihr-resounding echoes of thy fiune, 
" And nations know thy prowess and thy might. 
" Look up, my son ! " 
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He raised his bright, dark eyes, — 
Which, like two restless, fiery orbs, had rolled 
Unceasing, till a heavy slumber qaench'd 
Their scorching light, — ^making the father's heart 
All tremulous with hope. 

" Father, I know 
" That thou dost love thy child. But I must go. 
** And God hath given me strength ere I depart 
** To speak to tbee. Nay, Father, hear me ! 
** It is even so. And Shiloh's prophet 
" Hath confirmed the word unto my mother. 
** I saw her in my dreams with her pale &ce, 
" And way-worn step, before the man of God, 
" Bowing her head, and clasping her fair hands 
Upon her heaving bosom, as a wild, 
Sad wail of anguish rent the air, press'd oat 
'* From her deft heart. My precious mother ! 
" All vainly hast thou striven with thy strong love 
** To o'ermaster Death. I shaU dasp thy neck 
" No more, — and twine my fingers in the curls 
' ' Of thy rich glossy hair, — and hear thee sing 
" Tby low, sweet evening song — no more ! no moret 
" Father, the cup is bitter ! but the hand 
'' That holds it to my lips hath mingled love 
" With the fierce chastisement, and my heart bows 
" In meek submission. Thou and thy people, 
** 0, my £ftther I have provoked Jehovah, 
" And stirred up His wrath. Israel's Grod is just, 
"And holy, hating sin, — a jealous God, 
** Whose glory cannot be divided, nor 
** His honour yielded. Therefore hath He sworn 
"To smite the nation, — as a frail reed shook 
" By the strong rushing waters, — ^and cut off 
** Thy seed for ever. Forgive me, fiither ! 
" If, in aught, thou deem'st my words unfitting 
" The deep reverence I owe to thee. But GU>d, 
" Who speaks in visions, and in dreams reveals 
** Even to babes His will, hath shewn to me 
" Something of sin's dread curse. The majesty 
" Of His dishonour'd law must be avenged 
" By a just retribution. I could die, 
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"And e'en with gladness pour out my yonng life 
An oflfoiing for my people, if my death 
Might stay the curse, and bring back Israel 
To repentance." 

A deep groan bnrst forth 

From the prond heart which even yet rebelled. 

Hie shadows deepen'd o'er that dying conch. 
As with strange energy two clasping hands 
Were raised in feryent adoration ; while 
A tremnlons voice poar'd forth in prayer 
The o'erflowing heart : 

" Thou dread Jehovah 1 
"God I The Almighty Qodf Maker of worlds t 
" Father of spirits 1 mine doth humbly bow 
"Before Thee ! God alone J I worship Thee ! 
" And recognise Thy laws as holy, jnst, 
" And good. All power, dominion, empire, rule, 
" In the Great Universe are Thine. Thou art 
"The One tme otjec$ of aU aaerifice ; 
"All homage, praise, and prayer. All things are Thine. 
" And to Thy sovereign care, I, a frail child, 
" Commit myself ; into Thy gracious hands 
" Pour out my spirit." 

The uplifted arms 
Fell powerless. Quickly the rose-tint Jbded 
From the soft cheek. On the half-parted lips 
A sweet smile play'd, as a cold, icy hand 
Gently seal'd up ike quivering eyelids ; 
And the rich, jetty curls lay motionless 
On the white drapery, — ^for death in all 
Its still sublimity was there. 

The king 
Grazed silently one moment on the face 
Of the &ir sleeping boy. But as the strong 
O'ennastering tide of grief rose high, and swelled 
His heaving breast, he turned, and with bent head. 
But firm, unfidtering step, passed through the throng 
Of gather'd courtiers. His stem nature sought 
Silence and solitude to wrestle with 
Its mighty sorrow. 
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Across the threshold 
Of the rich marble hall a woman came 
With eager step, and floating hair unbound. 
And dress all travel-stained. Wildly she scann'd 
The dusky group, as each uncovered head 
Bow'd reverently before her ; then passed on 
To the dim, silent chamber, and knelt down 
By the still sleeper. Her crush'd heart held woe 
Which had no speech, or language, and for which 
Tears were no utterance. 

All Israel moum'd, 
In tent and city, with funereal pomp, 
A Nation's hope cut off. 

But He who set 
Before His people "good and evil," with 
The '' blessing and the curse," read the dark page 
Of each unhumbled heart, and bade the scourge 
Track closer in the steps of Israel's sin. 

She subsequently infonus her friend, that yielding to 
earnest solicitation, she had submitted this poem to the 
criticism of Gilfillan. '' You will be surprised to hear that 

Mr. J. E and I have struck up a sudden and rather 

intimate Kterary acquaintance. I sent him 'Abijah/ and 
requested he would mock me by doing ditto. He has since 
called, and Vas very communicative. We discussed poetry, 
reviews, great men, ourselves, &c He criticized ' Abijah ' 
rather freely ; said some pretty things about it, and then 
after a pause, said in his abrupt way, 'You shall send 
Abijah to Gilfillan ! ' I stared, gasped, protested. GilfOlan, 
who lashed the Athenaeum the other day for their review of 
* Balder,* in such a terrible style that every stroke makes 
even a spectator writhe ! One cut of such sarcasm would 
annihilate me. I should be a little bird in the talons of an 
eagle, a trembling prey in the grasp of a lion. ' Nonsense ! 
you must send it, or I wilL Now that's settled — ^you'd 
better do it.' So after many a sigh, and many an ezpostu* 
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lation, a note was written begging the favour of the Bev. 
George's criticism on the pet child of my fancy. He seized 
it lest I should repent and not post it. The answer I will 
copy : * Your poem is very touching and natural — really a 
sweet description of a sweet and sad passage of life. I 
would advise, however, a little more careful finisL A good 
many of the lines are too short, and don't scan weU. This, 
however, is a fault you can easily remedy.' " 

On receiving her friend's observations she replied : " I 
believe you are right about Gilfillan. But you see I'm such 
a queer mortal You remember that sweet little story in 
that very naughty book of Goethe's, of a child found in an 
ivied ruin playing with the paw of a lion which was laid 
half dozing, winking his great eyes with a sort of delicious 
consciousness as the child sang a sweet plaintive song. The 
lord of the forest forgot all his terrible strength and ferocity 
while listening to that child. Well, when I first read Gil- 
fillan*s note I complimented myself by feeHng very much 
as that child must have felt, could it have reasoned on its 
own act. But then I twisted the words until they meant 
nothing ; and at last suspected him of being something less 
than a lion. You say truly — ' incongruous mortal ! ' " 

" I am just wishing, dearest Sarah," she again writes to 
her Leeds friend on March 13th : ''that I could give you 
in Cowper's own words, his apology to Mr. Newton. I 
adopt the thought however, and tell you that if you wish to 
be remembered by me, you are never more effectually so 
than when I am in your debt. I think of you continually, 
and one reason why I have commenced a task to which I 
really felt averse, is, that I may not only think of you less, 
but think of you with more pleasure. I have written so 
many letters since I saw you, that I have really hated the 
sight of a pen for the last few days, especially as I have 
been suffering all those qualmish, languid feelings which 
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generally oppress me in early spring. I feel ashamed how- 
ever that more than a week has elapsed since I parted with 
you, and my promise to write is only beginning to be fulMed. 

" I have just read Southey's life of Cowper, and am now 
revelling in his letters. How melancholy his life has made 
me ! and yet that last sentence which closes Mr. Johnson's 
account of him, almost makes one exult. ' From that mo- 
ment/ (his death) ' till the coffin was closed, the expression 
with which his countenance had settled, was that of calm- 
ness and composure, mingled as it were with holy surprise.' '* 

" Alexander Smith has a few gems in his book," (life 
Drama,) she writes to the same friend again on April 22nd, 
'' as many as I expected in so short a poem. Some of his 
thoughts are very beautiful He does not however touch 
the lyre with such a master-hand as FhiUp Baillie. Making 
due allowance for the difference in the length of the poems, 
there are richer pearls strewed more profusely in Baillie's 
poem than in Smith's. Baillie is more truly, deeply, in- 
tensely, a poet. How subtilly Smith distorts truth to uphold 
a heterodox opinion, or to favour that mystic refined infi- 
delity which poetry has so metamorphosed and tricked out 
that the Devil might be pardoned for not knowing his own 
child. Listen : 

' Love is a sanctifier ; 'tis a moon, 
TumiDg each dusk to silver ; a pure light, 
Bedeemer of all errors.' 

Again : 

' Walter, dost thou believe 
Love will redeem all errors ? Oh, my friend, 
This gospel saves you ! donbt it, you are lost.' 

This reminds one of many a gospel truths and at first sight 
it does not look unlike the sweet truth which our Saviour 
uttered concerning the penitent and pardoned Mary Magda- 
lene. But ah ! how unlike. What a gem that ' glorious 
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guide* of Walter's ' proud boyhood' must have been ! Hark ! 

' He loved all things, 
From God to foam-bells dancing down a stream. 
With a most eqnal love.' 

In plain prose he was an innocent fool j or more charitably, 
a man with a warm heart, but very ill-balanced judgment 
To love foam-bells may evince peculiar poetic sensibility, 
but to love these with an affection ' equal ' to that cherished 
towards Qod is impious." 
After a criticism on the same work addressed to Mr. 

F , she writes : " A gentleman told a friend of mine 

the other day that he believes ' Festus ' to be an inspired 
book, and did not hesitate to reckon it another revelation. 
I confess I am horrified at such things, and I tremble for 
the youth of the land, even the religiously educated youtL 
There is so much in this rationalism or subtle modification 
of it, which ministers to intellectual pride, and offers incense 
on the altar of human vanity, that it becomes highly dan- 
gerous. Where open infidelity would be cast off as a viper, it 

' Creeps through the chambers of the soul, 
Like a foul toad, poUuting as it goes/ 

I do not ask Mr. Smith's pardon for such an application of 
his slightly altered lines. He would not grant it if I did. 
John Howe, the brightest star of divinity in Cromwellian 
times, flashed the light of his unclouded intellect on this 
subject in one sentence. It was scarcely known in England 
in his day — this same doctrine of Qod in every thing, and 
no personal presence any where. ' It amounts to the same 
thing,' said he, ' as infidelity. The one proclaims there is 
no Qod, the other leaves no creatures to worship him.' " 

Early in April she learnt &om her sister-in-law that her 
brother was taken alarmingly ill while attending a meeting 
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of the committee of the Woodhoase Grove School, and that 
the nature of his complaint rendered it nnadvisable to re- 
move him for some days or possibly weeks. '* Yonr letter 
this morning made ns all sad," she promptly replies, ^ but 
I am pleased to find yonr own spirit is so hopefid. I 
thought of writing you to-day, not having the least idea 
you were in distress. We feel thankful that William and 
yourself are in such comfortable quarters, and have such 
kind attrition. Tell me if I can do anything for you, or 
be of any service to you in any way. How well to be pre- 
pared for all the contingencies of life.** 

In a letter to Mr. B. , she says : '' I am alone this 

evening, and have been standing for some time by the win- 
dow watching the silvery snow as it was driven by the fitful 
wind in blinding showers, to the discomfiture of many a 
luckless wight who had dared its fiiry. I have enjoyed a 
long walk this afternoon to the Faper-MiU Bar. The land- 
scape presented a charming and novel appearance, and as I 
looked across the valley in which our village is situated, I 
almost fdt as if it had become a purer clime. Like every 
other beautiful thing in nature, it not only bears a mysteri- 
ous analogy to our moral nature, but as a silent monitor it 
has its own language interpreted in the answering echoes of 
every human heart. For — 

' like the many £ftir hopes of our yean, 
It gutters awhile — ^then melts into tears." 

" * The world is full of types,' says Cheever ; ^ it is an educa- 
tion by types and analogies. The reigning constitutional 
ideas in the soul of man are counterparted, as it were, in 
the forms of nature. The constitution of our globe has 
been arranged for their development.' Lord Bacon has re- 
marked, he says, ' It is the glory of God to conceal a thing, 
but of man to find it out ; just as if the Divine Spirit were 
wont to be pleased with the innocent and gentle sport of 
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children, who hide themselves that they may be found ; and 
had chosen the hnman soul as a play-mate out of His indul- 
gence and goodness towards man ! ' This is a lovely picture 
of divine condescension. But it is not for our enjoyment 
merely that we are lured on in the search. There is com- 
bined with this gratification of the instincts of our nature ' 
a beautifully perfect and unique system of education for our 
moral and spiritual being. Alas ! that we should be so 
insensible to the great truth that man was not made for the 
world, but the world for man. 

" Until, however, the rudely blasted image of the Divine 
original is in some measure restored to man by the renewing 
power of the Holy Spirit, the visible forms of nature, as 
agents for his education for eternity, are immeaning and 
void. True, there are in unrenewed minds instinctive 
yearnings which bring them into fellowship of an elevating 
character with the silent utterances of Jehovah. But this 
fellowship in its indistinct and but partial development, only 
proves that there still Unger around our fallen humanity 
traces of primeval grandeur and beauty — faint and f&ded 
rays of the reflected glory which adorned the brow and en- 
compassed the moral nature of the first man in Paradise." 
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The prayers I make will then he sweet indeed 

If Thou the Spirit give, hy which I pray : 

My unassisted heart is harren clay, 

Which of its native self can nothing feed. 

Of good and pious works Thou art the seed. 

Which quickens only when Thou sayest it may. 

Unless Thou show to us Thine own true way, 

No man can find it, Father ! Thou must lead. 

Do Thou, then, breathe those thoughts into my mind 

By which such virtue may in me be bred, 

That in Thy holy footsteps I may tread. 

The fetters of my tongue do Thou unbind, 

That I may have the power to sing of Thee, 

And sound Thy praises everlastingly I " 



1854] "the ministebino angel." 149 

Though not published till a subsequent period^ the fol-* 
lowing was composed by this time. It was entitled 

THE MINISTERING ANGEL. 

" Are they not all ministering Spirits, sent forth to minister for 
them who shall be heirs of salvation ? " — Heb. i. 14. 

I saw a vision. ' Neath a lowly roof 

I marked a maiden yonng, with streaming eyes 

And hands uplifted, bend as if in prayer. 

Amid her raven tresses, and the folds 

Of her deep sable robe, there beamed a face 

So sadly fair, it seemed miearthly ; while 

Her slender form was fixed as scalptur'd marble. 

But I gazed HiU thrice her swelling bosom 

Heaved convulsive, and her quivering lips 

Thrice strove to bear the burden of her prayer, 

Tet seemM unable. Then I nearer drew, 

And stiU'd the throbbings of my heart, to hear 

The fulness of her laden soul burst forth 

From those blanched lips. 

*' Father in heaven 1 " she said, 
And paused ;' while o'er her features came the deep. 
Dark shadow of a mute despair. It passed. 
And then, as hope triumphant rose, she dasp'd 
Her tenuous fingers, and in one wild burst 
Of passionate prayer, exdaimed, " Father in heaven. 
Be thou the orphan's inend I " 

I saw a seraph ; 
One who had fulfilled a high commission 
From th* Eternal Sire, and now returning. 
With lightning speed, his shining form pass'd 
Through the ambient air. He paused. His fiu^e 
Beam'd sympathy and love. Gould angels weep. 
He would have wept ; but bending low, he caught 
The echo of that prayer. Then, quick as thought, 
He plumed his radiant wing, and upward flew. 
I traced his flight past suns and cfystems, worlds 
And planets in their course. StiU onward, through 
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Vast white-robed nnks of angelsy connileaB boats 

Of cherabim and seraphim, and all 

The blood-bought souls of the redeemed, onward 

And upward still he flew ; nor drooped his wing 

' TQl at the star-endrded throne he bent 

* Mid the doud-curtained glory. 

Heaven's high song 
Was hushed, and music slept upon the strings 
Of every golden lyre. 

From the white throne, 
Whose danzling radiance, all unveiVd, no eye 
Of man or angel might behold unscathed. 
The Almighty Father spake. 

Swift as if borne 
On wings of light the obedient seraph flew ; 
And I beheld him pour the healing balm 
Into the heart of that young mourner : yet 
She saw him not, but in her inmost soul 
She heard tbe whisper of that " still, small voice." 
Quickly she rose, and with uplifted hands, 
And smiling lips, and joy-lit eye, exdaimed, — 
*' I thank Thee, my God 1 " 

Then bade to realms 
Of doudless day the minlst'ring angel pass'd. 
And joined the myriads of that happy band, 
While fresh strung harps swell'd out the bursting song 
Of " Holy, holy, holy, is the Lord I " 

The radiant vision passed away. I woke. 
But still the strains of that exultant song 
Hung softly brooding o'er my lowly couch, 
Filling my wond'ring soul with holy joy ; 
While still there floated in my listening ear 
That " Holy, holy, holy, is the Lord.*' 
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CHAPTEE VII. 

life of Dr. Chalmers — Bey. Gervase Smith — Bazaar at Ecdeshill — 
Her model of a woman — ^How hidden strength is brought out — 
An Incident turned to good account — Mrs. Stowe's Sunny Memo- 
ries — ^An interesting Italian — Phases of inner life — ^The Employ- 
ments of Heaven — War — Perils of her early mental history — 
Parker Willis— Female authors — ^A Spiritual anodyne — Nearness 
to Christ — ^Talfourd's Memorials of Charles Lamb— An Affection- 
ate appeal te an unconverted friend — ** Lessons from flowers.'* 

MiS3 Hessel had less leisure for the acquisition of know- 
ledge than would be supposed. The whole household duties 
were performed by the mother and her two daughters^ the 
younger of whom, in consequence of delicate health, was 
unable to take her share. The service rendered by Miss 
Hessel to the " Sewing Society " was considerable — often 
beyond what prudence warranted. Her large circle of 
friends entailed an extensive correspondence. Nearly four 
hundred letters have come into the writer*s possession, 
most of them containing eight, and many twelve, or more 
pages of note-paper, closely written ; and these are but a 
selection. The value placed upon her society involved the 
consumption of much time in paying and receiving visits. 
In addition to the active service rendered to her own re- 
ligious community, she engaged this summer in a general 
canvass of the village for subscribers to the British and 
Foreign Bible Society. Supplementary to all this, she 
frequently assisted efforts in distant places to promote phil- 
anthropic and religious projects. A bazaar about to be held 
at Eccleshill, a village in her brother's circuit, to promote 
the erection of a new sanctuary, was now taxing her ener- 
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gies. '^ I rise between five and six," says she, " sometimes at 
four, and seem to have my hands quite fall during the day." 

Her thirst for knowledge was unabated however, amid 
these pressing calls of active duty. " Though I am fully 

employed," she says to Miss S. R on June 12th, " I 

manage to read a little. How, I can scarcely tell you. 
But I am fixed in my determination that this last blessed 
boon of my life shall not be wrested from me. My library 
at present consists of 'Geology of the Isle of Wight,' 'Tasso's 
Life,' and ' Jerusalem Delivered,' the last number of the 
^ London Quarterly,' ' Naomi, or the Last Days of Jerusa- 
lem,' — ^a good tale of the siege, with which you would feel 
interested — and lastly, I am fascinated beyond measure 
with the ' Life of Dr. Chahners.' " 

" It is Sabbath afternoon," she writes to the same Mend 
a fortnight later, "a stillness almost oppressive reigns 
within and without. The rain is falling noiselessly. It 
has quenched the music of aU but one or two daring song- 
sters, whose clear shrill notes are the only sounds which 
occasionally disturb the unusually audible tick-tick of the 
time>piece. While I write the rain suddenly descends in 
noisy torrents, and the courage of my feathered minstrels is 
fairly quashed. 

" Well, at this hour for thought, I review the past, and 
with a feeling of pensive gratitude record the loving-kind- 
ness of my Heavenly Father. The deep cloud under which 
I had been walking for some time, when I last wrote you, 
had a silver lining, and soon afker my letter was despatched 
it turned outward a little fringe of light, which has been 
deepening and widening ever since. One sometimes won- 
ders in the retrospect that the trial should have been felt so 
keenly. When the deliverance has been wrought out, we 
see how much more patience we might have exercised, and 
how many fears we might have quelled. We could have 
done this if we had forseen the issue. Oh ! how this 
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rebukes our unbelief ! How lamentable our want of £Eutli in 
the power and wisdom and love of our Father ! Oh ! this 
cursed unbelief — this millstone around our necks, which 
prevents our aspirations after growth in grace from being 
realized. May you and I be delivered from it ! 

'' I am getting on with the second volume of Chalmers, 
and am deeply interested. I like his views on faith exceed- 
ingly. They harmonise most beautifrdly with the teachings 
under which I found the way of salvation, and, as I of 
course think, with the Word of Grod. I very much admire 
his letters to his sister Mrs. Morton, when passing through 
that stage of her religious history where she saw ' men as 
trees walking.' Here is a precious passage which has 
abounded with comfort to my own mind : ^ The sun in the 
firmament is often faintly seen through a cloud, but the 
spectator may be no less looking to him than when he is 
seen in full and undiminished effulgence. It is not to him 
who sees Christ brightly that the promises are made, but to 
him who looks to Christ. A bright view may minister 
comfort, but it is the looking which ministers safety.' 

" I am wishful to close my long letter as nearly as possible 
to-night. To morrow we are going to Tadcas^er to their 
Missionary Anniversary, so that I shall not have much time. 

" We have had a blessed Sabbath ; an excellent sermon 
from Mr. Hudson this evening from ' Ye are my witnesses, 
saith the Lord, that I am God.* He spoke of individual 
witnessing for God amid the dishonour cast upon the holy 
name by those around us ; of witnessing as a Christian 
people against Sabbath desecration ; and of witnessing as a 
nation against the infidelity and indifference manifested 
towards God. Some of his remarks on individual testimony 
for God were very striking. Oh ! how we undervalue our 
own influence ! I feel very deeply and painfully on this 
subject sometimes. I think that I too readily imagine that 
in using my pen in the service of God I am exonerated 

L 
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from the more difficult, and to me particularly distressing, 
duty of witnessing with my moutL" — The reader, not per- 
sonally acquainted with Miss Hessel, will wonder at this 
concluding statement. The wonder will be dispelled when 
it is stated that ^e had an impediment in her utterance. 
It was contracted in her girlhood by the circumstance, it is 
believed, of a domestic being thus afflicted. That it had a 
nervous origin is evinced by the &Mt that when she became 
interested in a conversation, it would nearly, if not entirely, 
disappear. 

She proceeds : " I had intended finishing my letter yester- 
day, but our cab came sooner than I expected, and I had no 
time for writing in the morning. We had an excellent meet- 
ing. Qervase Smith surprised me. I had only heard him 
preach once. There was nothing in what I then heard to 
warrant the expectation of such a speech as last night*& 
His rapid utterance, though it makes the general effect of 
his speech more brilliant, leaves you no time to enjoy the 
detail, or more properly the component parts. He passed 
through almost every system of religion in the world, giving 
a strikingly concise epitome of each, showing its mutability 
because it was man-made, and that it was only preserved 
from speedier ruin by the admixture of truth which it con- 
tained. And then, taking the Gk)spel, he led it to every 
country of the world, and showed its adaptation to the pecu- 
liarities of every nation and people, beautifully sustaining 
his proposition by quotations from the sacred volume. Imag- 
ine yourself standing on a lofty Alpine summit, the panorama 
around is but dimly seen through the mist and darkness ; 
suddenly the lightnings begin to play ; they leap from rock 
to rock, from mountain to mountain, and you catch a vivid 
but rapid glance of each fire-illumined point, till you have 
gone through the whole scene in succession. Thus did 
Qervase Smith lead us over almost every nation of the 
earth, flashing the light of the Qospel upon each. I wish 
you could have heard him." 
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To her cousin, she says on June 28th : " I should have 
written yesterday, but we had a party of seven came in to 

tea quite unexpectedly, — Mrs. W and three daughters, 

two ladies from North Shields, and one from Bilston in 
Staffordshire. They were a pleasant party, and we quite 
enjoyed their visit. Judge of my tremour however, when 
one of the ladies from North Shields, a fine, intelligent- 
looking woman, in parting with me at the station, told me 
that she was so glad to have met me, that she had read 
some of my pieces, and had had a great wish to see me be- 
fore she left Yorkshire ; giving me also some very encour- 
aging counsel. Her husband is a ship-builder ; and she told 
me how familiar she was with ignorance and wretchedness, 
which she could but ^lightly alleviate ; said how hardening 
a tendency the constant witnessing of such scenes had ; and 
added, ' You who write for religion and humanity, whose 
sympathies are not blunted by familiarity with suffering and 
degradation, have a work to do, in keeping alive the flame 
of benevolence in us, who are too apt to pass by as remedi- 
less what we are so accustomed to witness.' You may 
imagine how surprised I felt. Yet after the train had whirled 
them out of sight I felt thankful ; first, that I was uncon- 
scious of this until we were just parting ; and secondly, that 
I had another motive furnished me to work, one which I had 
never before so vividly realized. It brought before me the 
sweating sons of toil wearing away their lives in the dock- 
yards and collieries ; and the responsibilities attaching to 
their employers for their moral and intellectual culture. 

** Do not forget, dear Mary, that it is your privilege to say, 
' Being justified by faith, I have peace with God through 
our Lord Jesus Christ.' That peace will possess your heart 
just in proportion to your faith in Christ. As you are found 
looking to Him you will realize this more fully. The ex- 
perimental doctrines of Christianity are very simple and 
concise, — faith in Christ producing love to Christ ; love tp. 
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Christ producing obedience to His commandments ; a per- 
fect faith and a perfect love ensuring a perfect obedience* 
At this we should constantly be aiming. The Bible sets it 
forth as the standard to which we should be conformed." 

The 8th of July finds her in a railway carriage whirling 
her way to Idle to assist in preparations for the bazaar. 
This done, she has to take some prominent part in realizing 
the desired results. To these, her " Death of Abijah " con- 
tributed. Though anonymous, interested parties wisely 
deemed it good policy to whisper the secret, and the writer 
became of course an object of attraction. A letter to Mrs. 

S reveals a little of what transpired. After a few jocose 

remarks on the failure of her correspondent's predictions 
concerning her future history, she writes on August 11th : 
" Well, here I sit in this quiet parlour your same old friend^ 
perhaps a tinge or two of age on my brow since you saw 
me. E says it is all nonsense. I look just twenty- 
two, and am not to look a bit older for some time to come. 
I believe I have brightened up a little the last week or two, 
for do you know my presence at this bazaar was quite like 
re-entering the world. I have led almost the life of a re- 
cluse since Sophia went to Bristol, — my own thoughts 
being my chief companions. I was quite unprepared there- 
fore for the homage paid me. This reminds me of the 
cause, and I enclose you a poem which was sold, and which 
became pretty generally known to be mine on the second day. 
It was a running secret the first. I am not going to enter- 
tain you with the rather exciting and novel position in which 
I found myself. Suffice it to say that I passed unscathed 
alike through careless flattery and serious compliments." 

After an absence of nearly six weeks she returned to Bos- 
ton Spa on Wednesday Aug. 16th. A portion of the Sunday 
following was spent in reporting some of her experiences 
to her friend at Leeds : " This afternoon as I knedt on the 
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old&miliar spot, it seemed to me that I had scarcely real- 
ized the devotion of the closet from the time I last knelt 
there on Sabbath afternoon. Amid the distracting, dis- 
turbing events of the last six weeks, that subtle insinuating 
dogma of Carlyle's has presented itself to my mind a thou- 
sand times, * Work is worship.' Truly if I could believe 
that, I might esteem myself almost a saint. But no engage- 
ments however pressing, no work however honourable, that 
causes me to think less of God, or to restrain prayer, can 
be acceptable in His sight, who has commanded us to sanc- 
tify every word and work by prayer. 

" I have not yet so learnt the art of self-culture as that 
my mental and spiritual growth may be mutual and propor- 
tionate. I never had a season of unusual mental exertion 
but to the serious neglect of spiritual, domestic, or physical 
culture, and vice versa. I think this subject one of great 
importance, and in my aspirations after my ideal of a woman, 
nothing presents to my mind a greater difficulty." — ^The 
Scriptures set forth a very practicable method of vanquish- 
ing this difficulty : '' Whether ye eat, or drink, or whatso- 
ever ye do, do idl to the ^ory of Gfod." If, in every pursuit, 
we seek to serve and honour Him, we shall avoid the evil 
she laments, and secure the good she covets. The student, 
the tradesman, and all others, should know that anything 
short of this is not Christianity. 

" I must ccHubine expansiveness of view with concentra- 
tion of purpose," she proceeds, *' in order to that beautiful 
harmony of character so desirable in woman. It is true 
that for a man to excd in anything, for all the purposes of 
life, he must devote himself to some branch of science or 
business. I mean, I would have him to follow one business 
and excel in it. But woman's mission is somewhat different, 
at least, that of most women,*— for there are exceptions 
to every rule, — ^and my model is perfect in every thing 
that comes within the sphere of a virtuous, intelligent. 
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domestic woman ; — so perfect that it is no easy matter to 
determine in what she most excels." 



After some prefatory remarks, she writes to Mr. 6- 



on Aug. 26th : " I marked^a rapid development of character 
when I last saw you, but I do not wonder at that. There 
is nothing like sorrow and trial for unfolding a budding 
character. Qod often uses the rough blasts of adversity for 
developing and maturing hidden strength. I noticed the 
same restdts in Anna. Again and again I was reminded of 
Mrs. Hemans : 

' There is strength 
Deep bedded in our hearts, of which we reck 
But little, till the shafts of heaven have pierced 
Its fragile dwelling. — 

Must not earth be rent 
Before her gems are found ? ' 

Earnestly do I pray that the sorrows which have fallen with 
such a crushing weight upon yourself and your beloved 
sister, may drive you nearer to Him who alone can lighten 
the burthen, and teach you to derive all the benefit which 

He has designed 

'' Much as I admire poetry, and the adornments which a 
poetic imagination may fling around a subject, I think the 
efficiency of a discourse is often marred by a too free use of 
figures and the flowers of poesy. Oh ! my dear friend, do 
avoid making these your staple commodity. It would not 
do for an ambassador charged with the important interests 
of a mighty nation, to clothe the purport of his mission in 
language which the people would simply admire. An am- 
bassador of the King of Heaven has business to transact for 
his Sovereign of the highest importance, and it becomes him 
to set forth the nature of that business in language clear, 
perspicuous, and forceful. In making this your first study. 
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do not understand me to mean that you are carefully to 
exclude all ornament." 

" I think it one of the most pleasing features of our 

friendship," she writes to Miss S. R on Sept. 10th, 

" that some of the best and holiest emotions of our nature 
are those we most eagerly seek to share, in the full confi- 
dence that they will be appreciated and sympathized with. 
She is a friend indeed whose spiritual presence I can take 
with me, and make the companion of my heart of heart 
communion — a sense of whose soul-presence I would rather 
not shut out when I close the door against every earthly 
thing, and shut myself in with Gk>d. Such a friend are you. 
And thus it is, that on a Sabbath afternoon, when I am 
always alone, I seek communion with you. 

" My thoughts are somewhat dreamy and vague. I was 

at chapel this morning and heard Mr. W , but this 

same dreamy mist on the senses prevented me deriving 
much instruction through the ear. A little bird which had 
flown through an open window, preached a more intelligible 
sermon to my heart through my eyea The little terrified 
prisoner sought to escape through a circular window nearly 
at the top of the chapel. Vainly did it spread its little 
wings and flutter against the crystal walls of its cage. And 
as other little birds skimmed through the air on joyous 
wing, or nodded and sang on the leafy branches of the trees 
dose by, the weary captive grew more and more impatient, 
and fluttered and pecked with greater intensity, until its 
strength was quite exhausted, while beneath were abundant 
opportunities of speedy and safe egress. Do we not some- 
times, like that little bird, find ourselves encompassed with 
snares and perplexities ? Our souls are in a prison house. 
Around us we see fellow-christians on buoyant wing, soaring 
away under a bright sky, and we make many a fluttering 
e£fort to join them. We are resolved to effect our freedom. 
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strike out onr own path, and overlooking the only practicable 
and safe mode of deliverance, we exhaust our strength in 
efforts, which, like those of the little bird, only raise a dust 
about us, and darken the light that beams upon our cap- 
tivity. But we have to descend before we can soar. Our 
enfranchisement has to be effected upon our knees. The 
door of our prison opens too low to be rec(^nised from 
the lofty height where we thought to wrench the bars off our 
grated window, and thus effect our escape. — ^You will pardcm 
the incompleteness of the simile, and forget, for a moment, 
that it does not go on all-fours, for l^e sake of the instruc- 
tive lessons supplied by the one or two analogous points." 

Three days afterwards the incomplete epistle receives a 
large addition : *' I have just finished ' Sunny Memories,' 
which I bought on the strength of your very encouraging 
criticism ! Said criticism haunted me half way through the 
book, and I half believed it to be true. But I now go a long 
way beyond even your last conciliating and modified critique. 
Mrs. Stowe is a gem of a woman when she gets away from 
the foreign atmosphere of English aristocracy, and the be- 
wilderments of Stafford House. I have followed her with 
increasing delight amid the sublime beauties of Alpine 
scenery, continental painting, and architecture. She is a 
woman afber my own heart, with strong and genuine emo- 
tions of love, pity, and admiration or disgust. There is an 
intensity in her feelings which I relish exceedingly, and not 
the least interesting manifestation of it is in that higher phase 
of life whidi she designates fun. To borrow and modify a 
thought of her own, this mood of her mind is, to me, analo- 
gous to that attribute of the Divine nature which we see 
expressed in flowers. It does not in the slightest degree 
' disenshrine ' her with me, no more than the commonest 
and most useful every-day creations of God, or the bright 
laughing flowera with their fragile, fading, passing beauty, 
make me say of their Creator : He is less a God of majesty 



turn 
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and power than I thought Him to be when I looked on the 
mountain, the cataiact^ and the avalanche. I have a few 
more thoughts on this subject which I must reserve for 
another day. 

'* I have been thinking a great deal to>day of that case 
which the Spirit of God has fastened upon my mind. I 
think I never mentioned it to you. It is attended with no 
alternations of hope and fear, because I am shut out from 
all knowledge of the workings of his mind. But I am shut 
in to the pronuses of Qod^s futhfiilness, and I have lately 
been conscious of a remarkable test of my faith in these 
promises. A new view of the subject was suddenly started 
in my mind one day. I thought, I have been praying every 

day for more than six months for the conversion of Mr. ; 

if my eye be single in this matter I shall be willing that my 
knowledge of the result shall be deferred until * the day 
shall declare it ;' and I shall be willing to pray on, trusting 
only in the word of Gk>d. ' I am willing/ was the prompt 
re^dy of my heart. Let him be but the first fruits — ^the 
wave offering — of that glorious harvest of his land, and I 
am content to go down to the grave with only such a know- 
ledge of the &et as I gather from the passage, * Whatsoever 
ye shall ask the Father in my name it shall be given you.' " 
— ^An interesting phase of character is revealed in this para- 
graph. The gentleman here referred to was an Italian, 
whom she met with during her idsit to the Great Exhibi- 
tion. He was an inmate of the same boarding-house in 
Charterhouse-square. His large intelligence, refined man- 
ners, and great a&bility, deeply interested her, but the 
dedsivenesB with whidh he expressed his disbelief in Divine 
revelation deeply affected her. He avowed utter surprise 
eit finding her a believer, declaring that the conduct of the 
priests in his country made it palpable that they believed 
religion to be a fable. Little would he imagine that the 
atranger-lady would make his spiritual welfare a daily 
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subject of presentation at the throne of grace. What reader 
wiU not hope that her disinterested solicitude may issue in 
blessed results 1 

Are we, however, to regard the Divine Being as promising 
that our prayers for the conversion of particular individuals 
shall be specifically answered ? That would be to misap- 
prehend the nature of moral government. Undoubtedly 
His Spirit strives with persons in answer to prayer, and we 
may hope for those strivings to prove effectual ; but we 
have no promise on which to exercise faith for such a result. 
The passage quoted, and all that dass of passages, relate to 
spiritual blessings sought by the suppliant. The Almighty, 
we must ever remember, does not act toward men as ma- 
chines, but as moral agents. 

" I rejoice," she proceeds, " in that field of labour which 
has opened to you, and almost wished I was gifted with your 
talent for visiting. Let me be thankful however, and cul- 
tivate the talents I hava I have three. The work of my 
hands I offer willingly ; the work of my head, poor as it 
may be, is at the disposal of Gk>d and His church, and the 
cause of humanity ; and though my prayers are feeble, I 
feel conscious of an awakening to the value and power of 
prayer which I have hitherto failed to realize. Oh ! my 
Mend, the thought has sometimes almost overwhelmed me, 
if the prayers and pleadings of a life-time should result in 
an event whose final issue might prove the evangelization of 
that land ^ where Satan's seat is,' would it not be a glorious 
consummation of even a long life of unceasing self-denial 
and prayer ? Alas ! I must have more personal holiness 
before I dare hope for such an answer. But the thought 
that such results might ensue were I possessed of the neces- 
sary qualifications, is one of such magnitude and importance, 
as sometimes bows my spirit to the dust. Only to you 
could I have written thus. 

" 18th. I am rather amused when I glance over my 
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eulogy of Mrs. Stowe. You must not suppose that I mean 
by my admiration of earnestness of feeling, a woman whose 
life is a series of volcanic eruptions. In general I prefer a 
quiet forcefulness in the expression of feeling. I felt quite 
pleased that we differed in our opinions about the book." 

Her brother's continued debility consequent on the attack 
previously mentioned, rendered his removal to a southern 
climate imperative. Miss Hessel aided their preparations, 
and this exertion following close upon the toils of the bazaar, 
made too large a demand upon her physical resources. On 
the evening of Sunday September 24th she writes to Mr. 

B : "I am a prisoner to-night The influenza of which 

I spoke in my last has not yet left me, and I am under 
medical attendance. I have some reason to apprehend a 
winter of trial in this respect. But I trust I am willing to 

suffer. Mr. S does not discover any organic disease ; 

but I am weak; and have suffered greatly from the air-ves- 
sels of the lungs having become clogged, and thus causing 
me pain in breathing. 

" I have spent half-an-hour in intercessory prayer to-night, 
in which I have had near access to God. As my circle of 
sympathies has widened beneath the genial influences of the 
Sun of Bighteousness, I have been enabled to plead with 
fervour for those whose weal is near my heart. I have 
prayed that you may becoxiie a faithful minister of the New 
Testament, and dispense the word of life with power and 
effect. I cannot tell you how near I have sometimes come 
to the mercy-seat of late. I sometimes feel impressed with 
the conviction that I have not long to bow before it. The 
other morning I felt my whole soul pervaded with this 
thought^ but along with it there came such a sweet assurance 
that my Father's house was open to receive me— that my 
crown and mansion were waiting only for my fitness to wear 
and inhabit them — that I was led to plead for that holiness 
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which is the only preparation for the enjoyment of heaven, 
as well as the only tiUe to it. To-night I have had similar 
yearnings and assurances. 

^* My state of mind is very fluctuating. My indisposition 
has quickened some susceptibilities I would fsdn have had 
to slumber. I feel a morbid sensitiveness, which I know 
from past experience is the result of weakness ; and I have 
moments of deep depression — seasons when my eye of fidth 
scarcely sees the Saviour by reason of the clouds and dark- 
ness which intervene. But my hand of faith when stretched 
out has never &iled to grasp Him ; and thus I have an 
abiding sense oi safety even when joy is withhdd. 

" How often we forget that we are saved by Mth, not by 
joy or peace or any other fruit of the Spirit I feel a wil- 
lingness to leave myself entirely in Ood's hands with 
reference to life or death. Sometimes I feel like a wearied 
child, that would fain go home to her father's house. At 
other times, when the weakness is partially removed, I feel 
as if I had a work to do for God before I go hence. And 
then the feebleness and worthlessness of all my working 
oppresses me, and I feel as if Gk)d could remove me without 
loss to His churclu Then again I sometimes think, God 
may take me hence, and when I have put off this mortality, 
with its trammels, infirmities, and sinfulness. He may use me 
still, with my enlarged and unencumbered faculties, in pro- 
moting His glory, perhaps in accomplishing those veiy re- 
sults which I have been most anxious to accomplish here. 
How much the disembodied spirits of the glorified share in 
the work of promoting Christ's kingdom on earth we can- 
not tell. All my musings on this subject end in the |Mrayer : 
' Thy will be done in me and by me.' I feel, even when 
trying to decide what I should really prefer, it is utter 
ignorance chnging to infinite wisdom — ^perfect helplessness 
leaning upon Almighty power. 

'^ There are other phases of my inner life I should like to 
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mention, but cannot now. I make no apology for troubling 
yon with anything so personal. I know your sympathies, 
and that you will understand my feelings. 

''Do you not often speculate on the employments of 
heaven 9 Shall we not cany with us, and find means of 
exercising, our most refined intellectual tastes there ? Surely 
we shalL We read of no change passing upon the spirit — 
upon its tastes and faculties to prepare it for a different 
order of existence. Take a soul wholly purified firom sin — 
made holy aflier the scriptural standard — ^and when that 
spirit has dropped its earthly tabernacle, it needs no added 
£M^ulties, no altered tastes, to fit it for the enjoyment of 
heaven. I often think there are certain subjects of research 
which will be especially interesting to me^ from the hct that 
I have here struggled to comprehend them. Then the en- 
larged faculty wiU be free to pursue its investigations, with 
no impassable barriers to its progress." 

Her patriotism constrained her to rejoice in the intelli- 
gence of the &11 of Sebastopol— fsdse, as it afterwards 
proved — circulated early in October, but her philanthropy 
constrained her to mingle sorrow with her joy. ''I was in 
York on Monday,*' she writes to her sister-in-law, " when 
the news arrived about SebastopoL The Telegraph Office 
was besieged by a gaping crowd. Little strips of paper 
with the despatches on, were being circulated with incredi- 
ble swiftness. Commerdal men brightened up, and every- 
body met you with the news which everybody seemed to 
take in good fiiitL The beUs sent forth their merry peals, 
and the booming cannons shook the old city to her veiy 
walk. I walked about with a choking sensation in my 
throat, and a suffocating feeling in my heart. It seemed as 
though the dying agonies of the soldiers, and the bitter wail 
of thousands of wives, daughters, sisters, and mothers, 
were concentrated in one stifled, unutterable groaif, dose .to 
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my very ears. I thought of the fervent prayers in which 
my whole sool had joined : ' Give success to our armies, 
send us a decisive and glorious victory;* and then I thought 
of David, who said : ' By terrible things in righteousness 
wilt thou answer us, O God of our salvation.* As a nation 
we have prayed, and God has answered us by 'terrible 
things.' 

" I don*t know how I should get on if I lived in Ports- 
mouth ; for here, where I hear little news of the war, the 
demand upon the emotional part of my nature is quite ex- 
hausting. There must be a fearful breaking down of bra- 
very among the troops when the fever-heroism of battle is 
over, and the dead and dying are missed from the ranks. 
There is nothing strange to me in the hero of Waterloo 
saying, with tears in his eyes : ' There is nothing more ter- 
rible than a victory except a defeat.* 

''As we rode home from York on Monday evening, it 
seemed impossible to believe that such a glorious and har- 
monious brotherhood of stars as looked down upon us from 
their eternal dwellings of love, were ever intended to smile 
upon any world where peace did not reign. The little 
towns and villages had caught the enthusiasm of the old 
city, and all their bells were ringing out their modicum of 
joy at the news. I sat silent, and wondered, when the 
heirs of God shotdd have the mysterious roll which con- 
tains the secret of His moral government of the world un- 
folded to them by the angels, with what eagerness they 
would question these eye-witnesses as to all the anomalies 
which must oft have puzzled them. Leaving the subject 
until ' the day shall declare it,' I felt content to reason with 
Longfellow : 

' Were half the power that fills the world with terror. 
Were half the wealth bestowed on camps and courts, 
Given to redeem the human mind from error, 
There were no need of arsenals or forts. 
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"Hie warrior's name would be ^ name abhorred ; 

And every nation that should lift again 
Its hand against a brother, on its forehead 

Should wear for evermore the curse of Cain/ 

And then a bright picture presented itself, and with a faAth. 
borne aloft on the strong pinions of the poet, I repeated : 

' Down the dark future through long generations, 
The echoing sounds grow &inter, and then cease ; 
And like a bell with solemn sweet vibrations, 
I hear once more the voice of Christ say, " Peace." 

Peace I And no longer from its brazen portals, 

The blast of War's great organ shakes the skies ; 
But beautiful as songs of the Immortals, 
The holy melodies of love arise.' 

"Perhaps I ought to apologize for troubling you with 
these sentiments, but if opinions are worth anything they 
are worth circulating ; and when every human mind shall 
be imbued with the conviction that Peace is the heritage of 
the world — ^the legacy of our ascending Saviour, who had 
died to purchase it — and that war is opposed to thia spirit 
and letter of the New Testament — then the world's jubilee 
wiU have arrived, and people will talk of war as we talk of 
the mythology of the Greeks. 

" ' Aye, say some, but your sentiments are in advance of 
the age. They can be realized only in the far-future.' Of 
course not. But then they are pioneers and heralds of that 
future. They are tending towards its realization. It can 
never be reached without them. Let the principle of peace 
impregnate the mind of the masses ; let England, for in- 
stance, and the western world, hold them as national truths, 
and what an influence this would exert on the rest of the 
world. Let the nations of Europe also partake of the same 
spirit, and you are on the eve of a universal peace. Every 
individual who cherishes and tries to disseminate these 
principles, is helping to bring about this era. All honour 
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to such men as Mihu Burritt { An unbelieving world may 
scoff at their fismaticism ; but they are pioneers in the 
world's great moral reforms. They are strong in faith, be- 
lieving the promises of Qod, and aiding, as every believer in 
revelation is bound to do, in their fulfilment." 

• The importance of depositing sound doctrinal truth in the 
minds of children, is forcibly illustrated by a brief state- 
ment relative to her own history in a letter to Miss S. R 

dated October 13th : " Many thanks for your letter. I was 
dressing when it arrived, and the train of thought I was 
pursuing was singularly analogous to the sentiments con- 
tained in your first sheet. I was looking back on my past 
mental history, and tracing the workings of my mindun 
its vague but earnest search after truth. I remember the 
time when all the elements which form the ground-work of 
that cumbrous system of pantheistic philosophy which has 
gained such hold on the mind of the present age, were 
struggling to form themselves into a settled creed in my 
own mind. Fortunately, I knew not then the existence of 
such a philosophy. Books of that nature were inaccessible, 
and in my circle of acquaintance the system was unknown, 
or at least unspoken of. Had it been placed before me, it 
would have acted like a magnet on the chaotic mass my mind 
had accumulated, and I should at once have embraced it< 
Thank God, a better light has dawned ere the fascination of 
its shadowy mystic twilight was suffered to pass before me. 
I believe neology originated in pride of intellect. 

" Thank you for the Amusing reminiscence of the budding 
of my ' young ideas.' I have set up a few intellectual way- 
marks since then for which I am thankful, but I am ten 
thousand times more grateful for the moral way-marks I 
have had to rear. 

** This intelligence of carnage and bloodshed has made 
fearful demands upon the emotional part of my nature, and 



1854] MATKMONY. 169 

I began to feel that I must dismiss the subject from my 
mind I believe I should have tuned the lately unstrung 
chords of my lyre to this subject, had not Longfellow ex- 
pressed my thoughts and feelings so much better. Our 
friend Parker Willis says it is one of the highest intellectual 
pleasures to find our own thoughts and emotions well de- 
scribed by another. I quite agree with him. 

" I am amusing myself with his ' Pencillings by the Way.' 
Poor Willis ! we have loved him like a petted and wayward 
child. He. has delighted and annoyed us a thousand times. 
And now he is dying of consumption. I am sure you will 
join me in fervent prayers that his lyre may swell the music 
of the angels." 

•* 

. By {he middle of October she appears to be greatly im- 
proved in health, as she certainly was in spirits. " I have 
just been reading an article in a periodical which has amused 

me greatly," she says to Mr. B . " It is on ' Female 

Authors.' Its purport is that an unmarried woman once 
fairly convicted of literature, must never expect to sign her 
marriage^contract, but may make up her mind to solitariness 
.in the world she presumes to create for herself. Miss Lan- 
don is the only scribe recognised ' who was ever invited to 
change the name she had made famous.' All married liter- 
ary women, it is asserted, * wore orange-blossom, before they 
assumed the bay-leaf' It is enough to £dghten one if mat- 
rimony were the great end of our existence. But as I 
believe that a life of usefulness in the fullest and best sense 
of that word — universal usefulness, if you will admit the 
term — is the highest good of woman, I think that matrimony 
even should be subservient to this end. And where it would 
clearly impede the development of certain peculiar talents 
for a sphere of usefulness more extended than even that high 
and holy one of domestic life, it may properly be dispensed 
with. All honour, say I, to the noble-minded women who 

M 
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have toiled for the good of the million, and denied themaelves 
the sweets of those dear domestic charities ! I shall have 
another laugh at the absurdity of treating you to my 
thoughts on this subject. 

" I was pleased with your letter and can fiiUy sympathize 
with your thirst for knowledge. Let us be careful to grow 
in holiness as well as knowledge. We are in danger of for'- 
getting to sanctify our mental acquisitions — of neglecting 
our spiritual, while nourishing our intellectual, life. May 
God help us to watch I " 

In a strain that will gratify every Christian reader, she 
writes to Miss S. R on November oth : " What a pre- 
cious religion is ours ! How it abounds with consolation to 
the believer under all circumstances I Here is an anodyne 
just suited to my case to day : ' For we have not an High 
Priest which cannot be touched with the feeling of our in- 
firmities ; but was in all points tempted like as we are, yet 
without sin.' I awoke this morning with a slight indis- 
position, and a degree of mental prostration which has made 
me an easy prey to temptation. I have felt my inability to 
command my thoughts through the day. A torrent of such 
as are vain and worldly has been rushing through the mind. 
I have prayed to be delivered from them, and have had 
sweet glimpses of higher and better things, — ^alluring but 
brief manifestations of spiritual beauty and glory which my 
spirit pants to grasp, and which seem to beckon me and say, 
' Come up hither ! ' Then there have been fierce conflicts — 
lightning flashes which have revealed to me the deep, deep 
depravity of my moral nature, and almost overwhelmed me. 
Through such sudden revulsions of feeling have I been pass- 
ing all the day, and now, with a subdued heart, I turn to 
Christ my righteousness, and behold in Him a High Priest 
who sympathizes with His suffering follower. I think I 
have felt fellowship with Him in suffering to-day. I never 
experienced so deeply as of late that the Christian's life is 
a conflict. 
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^' I feel it veiy difficalt to speak of my spiritual state 
satisfactorily. I don't think I could convey, even to you, a 
correct idea of my past week's experiences. I have felt 
sensibly nearer to Christ. I have had clearer views of TTinn 
and of my own heart. The result of that nearness to Him 
has been greater tenderness of spirit and conscience. Those 
indications of the carnal mind I have heretofore but slightly 
noticed have been quickly observed by me, and instantly 
repented o£ And oh ! what a fulness of love has appeared 
in the heart of my Bedeemer ! Every moment I have 
seemed to try it, — a sinful thought, a hasty or foolish word, 
has occurred ; but there has been with the quick conscious- 
ness of sin, an instant looking to Christ, and the sweet feel- 
ing of renewed forgiveness. You have seen a little child 
who is learning what it may, and what it must not, touch. 
It has arrived at an age when a stricter obedience is re- 
quired. It is yet partially ignorant of the higher require- 
ment, and through this ignorance and thoughtless wayward- 
ness, is constantly transgressing. But the moment it is 
made conscious of th^ fact, the instinct of filial love prompts 
it to seek its mother's face, and in its tender expression, it 
reads forgiveness. Just so have I felt while endeavouring to 
meet the requirements of that law which has lately appeared 
in a more vivid light. Hence I have had clearer manifesta- 
tions of the loving, patient, long-suffering, and sympathizing 
heart of my great Redeemer." 

Large as was the drcle of her friends, a welcome addition 

was made this autumn. Mrs. W 's excellencies soon 

elevated her to the place next only to Miss Hessel's long- 
tried friend in Leeds. In reply to an application for occa- 
sional contributions to one or two favourite periodicals, she 
writes to her on Nov. 22nd : " There are times when I 
almost sicken at the sight of a pen. Were it not that the 
resolution to do something for Qod in this way was bom of 
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the agonizing prayer and the tearful enquiry, ' Lord ! what 
wilt thou have me to do?' I would gladly abandon it. 
My present circumstances are somewhat trying. I seem 
neither to be writing nor working. But I endeavour to be 
contented. There are processes of thought and phases of 
experience going on which I doubt not will be of after ser- 
vice to me. I long to see you, to ask your opinion of some 
of these perplexing experiences. I find it difficult to com- 
municate them, and sometimes doubt the propriety of 
doing it." 

A letter to Miss S. R , Dec. 7th, reveals the practical 

tendency of her aims, but gives mournful evidence of the 
over-taxation of her powers : '^ I am at home to-night, a 
prisoner from a cold and sore throat, and so have taken up 
my pen to have half an hour's communion with you. I 
have been taking out tracts this affcemoon, visited the school, 
and attended the teachers' prayer-meeting. It has been in 
some respects a very pleasant and profitable Sabbath. I 
think I am getting hold of a more excellent way of living. 

I spent last Thursday with Mrs. W , and I am sure the 

visit did me good. She has got hold of the right method 
of making life a noble and useful thing, and in studying 
her character I find many things I deemed impossible to 
me coming within the range of possibility. May I have 
grace to carry out the purposes I have formed to weave my 
web of life into a better and more useful texture ! 

" I have suffered great mental depression lately, and I 
begin to see now the foUy of my conduct. I have been 
anxious to complete a little narrative. I have had only the 
evenings for writing. The labours of the former part of the 
day have been arduous and mostly sedentary. I have gone 
out very little, and often ' with fingers weary and worn,' 
and sometimes * with eye-lids heavy and red,' I have sat 
down to elucidate a passage of Scripture, or commit to paper 
my thoughts on some doctrinal point After many a fruit- 
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less attempt; worn out in body and mind, I have retired to 
rest; confessing; sometimes with tears, that I was altogether 
an unprofitable servant, and did nothing for God, but only 
seemed attempting something. Harassed by such thoughts, 
I have risen the next morning from a fitful slumber to drag 
through the same weary round of duties, and tell the same 
mournful tale in the ear of evening. I see now that I have 
been charging too much upon myself, more than I can per- 
form, and hence my present prostration. I long for some 
change. I look forward to my visit as a weary desert- 
traveller looks towards the distant oasis." 

This letter remained in her portfolio till the 12th. She 
then adds : "I have just finished ' Talfourd*s Final Memo- 
rials of Charles Lamb.' They make me very sad. What 
a lovely character he would have been had he possessed true 
religion ! I never read anything, nor do I ever expect to 
read anything, so sweetly touching, so nobly sublime, as his 
devotion to Mary. One circumstance narrated nearly upset 
me for the day. It was the picture of Lamb and his sister 
met by a friend, hand in hand, wending their sorrowful way 
to the Asylum, both weeping bitterly, like children. Aflfect- 
ingly does he say to Coleridge : * Mary has gone from home 
again. These terrible visitations cut large slices out of the 
time we shall have to live together.' At last he refused to 
part with her when she was attacked, and he says so 
lovingly : ' When she is not violent, her rambling chat is 
better to me than all the sense and sanity of this world.' 
She herself was accustomed to prepare for the attacks ; and 
when they came, Charles asked leave of absence at the East 
India House for a few days pleasure ! that he might take 
her to the Asylum. What a mockery ! She used to pack 
the strait-waistcoat herself when they took their little coun- 
try excursions. The book contains some very clever sketches 
of Coleridge, Haydon, Hazlitt, Dyer, Gk>odwin, and others, 
from the pen of the Sergeant. It is very interesting ; but 
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a sad and sorrowfiil picture of two lives — for Maiy is in- 
terwoven with ail he says and does — which needed only 
religion to make them the most snblime specimens of living 
martyrdom the world ever saw." 

" Those people are a puzzle to me/' she writes to Mr. 

F on Dec. 21st, "who talk of time hanging heavily 

upon their hands. It glides over my head like a swift 
fleecy cloud, and I am constantly marvelling at its rapidity. 
I never seem to get a day's work into the day. I believe my 
busy head maps out too much work. Ton will wonder to 
what such an introduction can be the prelude. It is simply 
to explain how it is that your valued letter has not been 
answered sooner. It is all true, nevertheless, and not a 
mere colouring to a lame apology. 

" I am glad to hear that the ladies of my uncle's house- 
hold are so laudably employed. My mother, God bless her, 
is ready for every good work. I expect her reward to be 
apportioned by the Great Master in that lofty eulogy of 
'Mary, ' She hath done what she could.' Might I have such 
an utterance, I should have nothing higher to wish for." 

The deep interest she took in the spiritual welfare of her 
cousin, created a similar interest in behalf of this gentleman, 
her cousin's most intimate friend. Well worthy of being 
pondered, and not read merely, are the sentiments she pro- 
ceeds to record : *^ I was pleased to hear that you bore the 
tedium of confinement to the house with such exemplary 
fortitude during your illness. To gentlemen, such a dis- 
ciplinary lesson in patience, must be rather trying. I am 
glad your philosophy sustained you. How much should I 
have rejoiced, had you stated that a higher consolation was 
experienced. Excuse me, but I cannot feel happy to despatch 
another letter to you without mentioning this subject. I 
don't know that an apology is requisite, or that you will 
deem it so. Perhaps my own conscience demands satisfietc- 
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tion of another kind ; apology is not the word to use in that 
case. I have done violence to my sense of dnty in excluding 
religious topics from my letters to you. I have even gone 
further^ and omitted them in my letters to Mary because 
you would see them ; though Mary and I have talked freely 
on these matters. 

" I fear lest you should suspect me of dictation. But why 
should you ? If I possessed some earthly good which was 
accessible to you, and I recommended it as a thing that I 
experimentally knew to be good, you would not deem me 
impertinent or dictatorial. If religion be a good at all, it is 
the highest good, and I cannot give you a stronger proof of 
my regard for you, than by evincing my anxiety that you 
and my beloved cousin should be its possessors. You have 
many sources of happiness. They are innocent, lawfal, and 
commendable, but they do not satisfy. The joys of social 
and domestic life, of intercourse with nature, of association 
with great and noble minds, are all pure and rich ; but even 
in their highest realization, they proclaim we were created 
for something nobler still. 

''I can speak confidently on this subject, for I have 
drunk of the purest streams of earthly enjoyment, and my 
spirit still yearned for higher good. I have struggled 
through many tangled mazes of error — subtle and dangerous 
because they ministered to my spiritual pride, and I have 
asked many times with Pilate, ' What is truth ? * I have 
sought it amid the thousand voices that have clamoured to 
be heard with Babel-like confusion, but I found it only when 
I threw aside the flimsy systems of men, and the false 
theories my own brain had created, and came to the Bible 
with the trusting faith and simple inquiring spirit with 
which I first spelled out its wondrous tale of love at my 
mother's knee. 

" Do you ask what religion has done for me ? I answer 
much more than I can ever teU. It has satisfied my soul's 
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yeamingGL It has given me peace, and an assurance of 
safety. It has secured to me all that is really good for me 
in tMs life, and it points to the highest bliss which even an 
Almighty Donor can confer as my inheritance in the life to 
come. These are only some of the benefits it has con- 
ferred. Ought I not to recommend it ? Can you feel an- 
noyed at my doing so ? I am sure you cannot. 

" Could I persuade you to give this subject but one hour's 
patient, thoughtful, and prayerful consideration — to weigh 
the claims of religion with as much earnestness and care as 
you would an important mercantile transaction, and then 
act upon your convictions, I am sure you would become a 
Christian. Believe me, it would not adulterate the springs 
of your present enjoyment. It would ennoble all your in- 
tellectual pursuits, and make your life happier, nobler, 
and more useful. 

" I should be glad to know your views on this matter. 
I have introduced it thus because I believe you regard it as 
a subject for calm, rational investigation. Ton must excuse 
me if I have said anything offensive. I did not intend it. 
I know Mary would rejoice in the knowledge that you had 
decided to live for Gk)d. And she is prepared to join you 
in the decision." 

'' The neighbourhood in which Miss Hessel resided is ex- 
ceedingly lovely," says one of her literary friends, "and 
there is no wonder that a mind sensitively constituted, and 
appreciating beauty in all its forms and adaptations, should 
there find much intellectual felicity. Agreeable walks over 
a fine limestone terrace, dotted a]l over with a most varied 
and exquisite flora, the rush of rapid waters between wooded 
banks and romantic crags, splendid views of outlying pas- 
toral country, with rustic cottages embowered on the slopes 
of the upland, or half hidden in the rural valley — all these 
had charms for her which she felt intensely. This love for 
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• 
beanty in nature had increased as her powers became de^ 
yeloped — ^it gave zest to every walk — the summer insect 
with its ephemeral life — the early spring flower, promise of 
lovelier blossomings — the glowing, glorious tints of the 
autumnal trees — ^the song of birds, the bleat of lambs— the 
thousand voices, scents, and sights of the coimtiy, all became 
her companions and teachers. She held communion with 
them, they were 

'The consecration and the poet's dream/ 

Whilst she observed she felt and learned — recognizing a 
Father's hand in them all. In drawing lessons &om such 
objects as attracted her, she aimed pre-eminently at being 
useful — deriving some comforting or strengthening devo- 
tional thought from them." — The latter portion of this 
statement is verified by a production of the preceding sum- 
mer, written in fulfilment of the promise to her London 
friend. On transmitting it, after a suitable apology for 
delay, she says : " However I did what Dr. Chalmers recom- 
mended his students at St. Andrews to do — ^instead of wait- 
ing for the inspiration, I sat down doggedly this morning 
resolved to write something. And here it is fresh from the 
mint, as new as, or rather, newer than this morning's Times. 
I am only sorry it is not more worthy your acceptance. I 
wish I could send you the bouquet which suggested the 
lines, all dripping with dew as I gathered it in the early 
morning. It would speak to you with a silent though living 
eloquence that my pen would &in rival but cannot." 

LESSONS FJaOM FLOWERS. 

*'Instractiis, Lord, 
Thou Father of the sunbeam and the soul. 
E'en by the simple sermon of a flower. 
To live to Thee ! " 

He careth for thee ! He, who bade these flowers, 
In dew-gemmed beauty, duster round thy path. 
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Hath traced, in the exquisitely veined leaf, 

And the soft pencilling of bud and flower. 

The lesson of a Father's care for thee. 

These are the overflowings of His goodness, — 

These the outgnshings of His generous love. 

Art thon His child ? and when He speaks, can'st thou. 

With the heart-instinct of a child, reply, 

'* My Father r 

Then behold His autograph ! 
And read on every petal of these flowers, 
A special message of paternal love. 
Each floral gem a lettered obelisk 
May be to thee ; each calyx stndded thick 
With hieroglyphics, whose rich wealth of lore 
And mine of wisdom men pass by ; bnt thou 
May'st take from thy own breast the alphabet, 
God hath endorsed it, and decipher there, 
'Mid rainbow-tinted glories, some new page 
Of effluent love, which shall refresh thy heart, 
Gird up thy spirit, and renew thy strength. 
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CHAPTEK VIII. 

A social picture — Coleridge's Aids to Beflection — Martin's Last 
Judgment, and other paintings — Letter to a friend on reaching 
his majority — ^National sins — Coleridge's Ancient Mariner — Bea- 
son, fiuth, and unbelief — GilfiUan^s Galleries of Portraits — ^Bigg's 
Night and the Soul — On the condition of disembodied spirits — 
Death of her XJnde Campbell — Bev. B. Gregoiy — Joy amid sorrow 
— Dr. Channing — Gay parties — ^Vinet's Gospel Studies. 

The year 1855 opened auspiciously on Miss Hessel. It 
brought facilities for a long purposed visit to her friend at 
Leeds. On Jan. 22nd she endeavours to enable Mrs. W — r- 
to realize her social felicity. " Imagine our little coterie ; 

good, sober, sterling Mr. R , and his excellent wife, with 

a beautiful soul, sanctified and ennobled by a deep and 
vigorous piety, who throws all her energies into the service 
of her Bedeemer, and might say with Elijah, ' I have been 
very jealous for the Lord Gk>d of Hosts,' for she is the 
champion of the religion of the Bible against all innovations. 
Then comes my gentle, high-souled, deep-thinking friend 
Sarah, whose inner life, with its calm depths of thought, is 
penetrated by few even of her friends, but in the sanctuary 
of whose heart I feel I have a place, won only by years of 
reciprocated sentiment and feeling. How much I owe to 
her, I can know only in eternity ; but I thank God for such 

a friend. Then there is Mr. H with his marvellous 

faculty of turning eveiything into fan, and who entertains 
us with wit, satire, and puns in endless variety ; and little 

T , who was made to be teazed by H and sis., and 

who seems to think that rather unfortunate. Add to this 
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the occasional society of a Miss G . She is an Irish 

lady; has been educated by her papa as if designed to grad- 
uate at Cambridge, and is quite scientific. 

" Our employments are pleasantly diversified. We are 
taking Coleridge's 'Aids to Reflection ' on the Homoeopathic 
principle, that is, in infinitessimal doses, and endeavouring 
to digest it It is a wonderful book. Many of the aphor- 
isms were quite familiar to me, but I did not know they 

were Coleridge's. I should like to send Mr. W some 

extracts, but have not time to copy them twice, and writing 
is a mild form of living martyrdom this cold weather. Tou 
shall see them when I return. We have little snatches of 
Miss Bremer's ' Homes of the New World,' a very graphic 
description of a tour in America, from the pen of a sensi- 
ble, observant, unprejudiced woman. I like the work much 
better than her novels. We have a memoir of a young 
Mackintosh to read. The book is called the 'Earnest Stu- 
dent,' and Mr. H '• says it reminds him of my brother 

John. Then Mrs. R and I read spicy bits of ' Vinet ' 

together, and she drinks it in with an earnest 83anpathy 
which quite delights me. And lastly we have slices of 
literary gossip from the * Critic' GilfiUan's * Portrait Qal- 
leiy ' is reviewed in the last number. He pleases me greatly 
by announcing a change of sentiment respecting Thomas 
Carlyle and his school. He now denounces them as the 
worst enemies of Christ and His religion. I wish he would 
take up his pen against the whole coterie in a work of some 
size and pretensions. He classes our firiend William Macall 
in the same category. Macall repudiates the charge in 
highly indignant terms, in a letter to the editor of the 
' Critic' Nevertheless I think Gilfillan right. 

" 1 must tell you of a treat we had last Friday at the 
Music HalL We went to see Martin's celebrated pictures, 
' The Last Judgment ; ' 'The Plains of Heaven ; ' and ' The 
Great Day of His Wrath.' I wish I could tell you all about 
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these wonderful creations. The first is perhaps the most 
elaborate conception. There is the battle of Armageddon. 
The scene is laid in the valley of Jehoshaphat. The armies 
of Gk>g and Magog are assembled, and immense lines of 
raUway carriages, with the names of European cities upon 
them, are transporting vast numbers of troops to the scene 
of conflict. The perspective is wonderful in all the pictures ; 
and the idea of vastness in numbers and space astonishes 
you. Suddenly the blast of the Archangel announces the 
judgment. The destroying Angel — the boldest, grandest 
conception in the picture — floating on a black sea, appears 
with the lightning in his left hand. From between the 
closed fingers it darts forth in forked fieiy lines on that 
startled host, who fall in wild confusion on the plain. The 
judgment throne is set ; the books are opened ; the angels 
attend ; the dead are judged. The figures in the fore- 
ground are all representatives of a church, a system, or a 
class. The woman arrayed in purple and scarlet, and a 
female figure fallen by her side, with a golden-clasped Bible 
fastened to her girdle by a string of pearls, to represent a 
vain attempt to unite religion and the world, are magnifi- 
cently painted. Close by are numbers of false teachers, &c. 
On the opposite side are the good. Many of the faces in 
the foreground are authentic likenesses. We recognized 
John Bunyan, Luther, Wesley, and many others. The 
shadowy outline of the New Jerusalem forms the back- 
ground of the picture ; and innumerable companies, led by 
the shining ones, are trooping up the avenues that lead to 
it. One startling object in the foreground is a broken 
bridge between heaven and helL On the right side are two 
or three so perilously near the precipice that it makes one 
think of being saved by the skin of the teeth ; and we in- 
voluntarily shuddered. The sun darkened, and the moon 
turned into blood, are magnificently executed ; at least the 
latter is. The colouring is gorgeous. 
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" ' The Plains of Heaven ' has wonderfdl beauty, but it 
is to me most unsatisfactory. The foreground is a scene 
of sylvan beauty, — shady avenues, luxuriant foliage, still 
waters, and flowers too gorgeously tinted. Cleverly enough 
the young angels are sporting amid these spiritualized 
earthly enjoyments, while the more intellectual are wander- 
ing in avenues which seem to lose their materialism, and 
melt into spiritual glory. In the background is a shadowy 
outline of that wondrous land which ' eye hath not seen.' 
We tried in vain to decipher those dim outlines. Art had 
done its utmost, and so over the whole was thrown an ex- 
quisite glow of softened glory. I wonder how the artist 
felt while painting that picture. I could fancy him strug- 
gling to bring out on the canvass those visions of beauty 
and grandeur which were only half revealed in his own soul, 
and throwing down the brush, saying, as I said while gajzing 
on his work : ' I think I feel as if I had courage to pass 
through that shadow of a coming life which men call death, 
that I might explore what lies beyond.' Oh ! how unsatis- 
fying did that picture seem with all its glowing, wondrous 
beauty ! 

" ' The Great day of His Wrath ' was terrific. The black- 
ness of darkness ; the lightning-cleft rocks ; the multitudes 
hurled down the abyss ; fair, womanly forms, associated 
with one's most vivid ideal of guilt and depravity ! One 
face was terrific. It seemed lit up by internal fire, and the 
mouth and nostrils emitted a fiery sulphurous breath. 

" Farewell to thee Martin I my spirit has held strange 
communion with thine while gazing on those wondrous 
conceptions of thy genius. So I said as I left the Music 
Hall. 

" Critically considered, these pictures have some defects. 
But they are minor ones. Some of the figures are perhaps 
necessarily grotesque, and the grand and fanciful are some- 
times in too close proximity." 
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Her friend Mr. B was thus greeted on January 31st : 

" Good morning ! A bright and happy anniversary morning 
of your birth-day ! Believe me, a thousand good wishes at- 
tend yon. This most important birth-day^ to which so 
many longingly look, wiU perhaps excite in you very different 
feelings from those generally experienced. I fancy I see you 
the subject of many-hued thoughts. The changing expres- 
sion of your countenance indicates that there are broad and 
long lines of ebony inlaid with the gold. I wish my letter, 
like some good faiiy, might come and whisper in your ear 
of hope and joy. Truly the sunshine is coming. There is 
a promise of better days. It is good for us patiently to 
wait sometimes. Ah ! we learn lessons during this ' patient 
waiting * we could learn in no other way. 

" Qod has greatly honoured you by the carefdl discipline 
to which He has subjected you. He is not less careful in 
polishing His jewels, than man in the cutting and setting of 
precious stones. Because these gems are to deck the me- 
diatorial crown of the Bedeemer, He seeks to bring out 
their hidden beauties. Let us only be as passive in His 
hands as the diamond in those of the lapidary, and He will 
finish the work with a master's skill. 

'' I am thinking what an Ebenezer you will have to raise 
to-morrow. How it will be covered from summit to base, 
and all round, with inscriptions of gratitude for sustaining 
power and delivering mercy ! How you may crown the 
whole by singing 

' Thy hand hath safely brought me, 

A way no more expected, 
Than when Thy sheep, pass'd through the deep, 
By crystal ^Is protected ! ' 

What new phases of our Heavenly Father's character, and 
our Bedeemer*s love, do we sometimes discover in a great 
trial ! It seems as if many of the representations He has 
made of Himself in His word are like a folded flower— con- 
cealing much of its fragrance and beauty. The scorching 
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heat we dreaded in the season of our suffering is intended 
to unfold the flower. We have other pages of love in the 
great heart of our Redeemer opened to us, of which we saw 
little and deciphered nothing in the hours of prosperity and 
joy. Hare you not proved it so 1 I hare. This twenty- 
first birth-day is a land-mark of no common kind. May 
the future towards which it points be one of rich and copi- 
ous blessing — the blessing of a life crowded with high and 
noble action ! " 

In the early part of February the pen is made the me- 
dium of another outflow of her heart to Mrs. W— — : " The 
cold is intense ; the &ost more severe than ever ; but we 
may bid defiance to it ensconced in this pleasant drawing- 
room. I look round on the elegant refinement, the cheerful 
fire, the bright faces, the forms of beauty which almost 
breathe from the pictured walls, and then on the brilliant 
panorama without. The sun has just burst forth with 
amazing power. Looking at the sky, you might fancy it 
one of those gorgeous days in early autumn, when the 
clouds build up such graceful domes and turrets of fleecy 
light on the azure vault of heaven. How I love to watch 
these ever changing visions of beauty ! I call it doud- 
architecture, but Sarah laughs at me, and perhaps you will 
do the same. The smoke has rolled off en masse from the 
town, and revealed spire and tower, and those ugly long 
chimneys — which, nevertheless, are suggestive of the wealth 
and enterprise of a great people — and far away in the dis- 
tance rises the blue outline of Middleton Hills. Patches of 
snow glitter and sparkle in the dazzling sunlight, and we 
have just come from the window with feelings akin to those 
of Bishop Heber, when he sang : — 

' God of good beyond compare ! 
If thus Thy meaner works are fiur, 
If thus Thy beauties ^d the span 
Of ruined earth and sinful man ; 
How glorious must those mansions be, 
Where Thy redeemed shall dwell with Thee 1 
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There are depths of thought assodated with the last two 
lines ; and I have been asking myself whether I hare pre- 
served that lively perception of the unseen world amid so 
much that ministers to my enjoyment, which has been my 
wont in the retirement of orcUnary life. I fear I have not. 
Often have I whispered to myself : 

'Whatever passes as a cloud between 
The mental eye of fikith, and things unseen, 
Making that brighter world to disappear, 
Or seem less lovely, and its hopes less dear, 
This is our world— our idol, though it wear 
Affection's impress, or devotion's air.' 

A scene like that I have just been contemplating stirs the 
depths of my soul. I have often thanked God that the 
voices of nature speak to my heart in more commanding 
ton^ than the most powerful utterances of human eloquence. 
In gazing on this landscape I half imconsciously exclaimed, 
'This is fsdr and good, but there is a fairer and better 
world.' That fact would avail me nothing, however, but 
for another. That better world is my rightful inheritance — 
my true &therland. I wonder what it is like ! I ought 
to be cultivating such tastes, and following such pursuits aa 
will qualify me for enjoying it with zest. If the purity of 
my moral nature is to form the chief element of my happi- 
ness in heaven — if that is to fit me for the emplo3rments 
and fellowship of the redeemed — with what earnestness and 
care should I now be cultivating it ! Heaven is the true 
home of the regenerated spirit, and when musing on its 
society and engagements I have experienced a feeling anala- 
gous to home-sickness j that yearning of the heart we 
sometimes feel, when, at a distance, we picture to ourselves 
the home circle, the gathering round the hearth where we 
feel we have a right to be. I don't know whether it would 
be salutary always to experience such feelings. They visit 
me o|ily occasionally, when the unseen becomes for a moment 
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visible by one of those lightning flashes which reyeal so 
much to the mental eye. But they elevate and giye a 
higher impnlse to the sooL 

^' We visited the Academy of Arts cm Saturday, and saw 
nearly seven hundred pictures. Among them was one gem. 
A small picture of a young female just dead. Truly death 
in all its still sublimity was there. A spasmodic twitch of 
the parted lips seemed just setting into a smile of triumpL 
The dew of death was upon the brow, and the closed eyes 
were sunk in the forehead. A figure in the abandonment 
of grief was embracing the corpse, while the last rays of 
the setting sun illumined the fetce of the sleeper, and 
glanced over the drapery of the mourner. Just above rose 
the evening star. The motto of the picture is, 'The sun 
shall no more light thee by day.' It is an exquisite thing. 
Eeligion, poetry, and painting, had each contributed to 
make it a perfect gem. I never remember to have felt the 
emotional part of my nature so deeply moved as by the con- 
templation of this picture. I felt sorry in turning from it 
that my eye caught in the deep shadow of the apartment a 
cross and a string of beads, laid down, as if in haste, when 
the soul had just fled. After all, it is the atonement which 
the cross symbolizes that must save us, and faith in it has 
doubtless landed many a spirit in heaven, which has been 
the victim of an erroneous creed." 

Having spent nearly a month with her friend, she joined 
her mother, now on a visit at Howden. '' What a pleasant 

thing it is," she says to Miss B , on February 24th, " to 

come into the midst of a circle of old friends ; to have a 
warm, joyous welcome from those who know you too well 
to make you fear they have formed a false estimate of your 
character. There was such a home feehng about ever3rthing 
here that I felt the unnatural frostiness, which I had uncon- 
sciously acquired while passing through the ordeal of Brad- 
ford and Leeds criticism, thaw and vanish almost as rapidly 
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US 6now flakes on a nuining stream. I begin to feel a strong 
repugnance to artificialness. I like those best, as friends I 
mean, who understand me best I think nature and I are 
becoming more intimate, a friendship I mean to cultivate." 
This Mend had been called to pass through scenes of 
deep sorrow. With true-hearted sympathy Miss Hessel 
proceeds : " I experienced some spasmodic twitches at my 
heart when I thought over the past. You seemed to me 
almost like an exile, but never mind that now. You are a 
noble girl, and I hope and believe you will fight your battle 
of life bravely. We must be tried, sometimes severely tried, 
before the fortitude, enduring patience, and submission, 
which our Father designs to perfect in us can be brought 
out. Many a time has that sweet text been like a rainbow 
of promise to me : ' I will cause thee to pass under the rod, 
that I may bring thee into the bond of the covenant.' May * 
you be blessed with a sweet abiding assurance that you are 
chastened in love and tender mercy !" 

** A sacred burden is the life ye bear, 
Look on it, lift it, bear it solemnly ; 
Stand up and walk beneath it sied&stly ; 
'^ Fail not for sorrow, &lter not for sin ; 

Bat onward, upward, till the goal ye win." 

The calamities experienced by our noble troops in the. 
Crimea at this period had provoked her brother, then 
resident at Portsmouth, to expose, in a letter to ^' The 
Watchman," the Sabbath-breaking sanctioned by our Gk)vem- 
ment in the dock-yards. Our national sins, it was forcibly 
a^ed, might well bring down upon us the indignation of 
the Almighty. Writing to her sister-in-law on the Fast- 
day — March 2lst — she says : " I think the church of Qod 
is fearfully responsible in the present day, and I hope 
William's appeal will rouse the ministers of our own church 
to sound the notes of alarm in our sanctuaries to-day. The 
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law of God is trampled on in our high places, and while our 
legislators are acting thus, they impiously appeal to the God 
they dishonour for protection and aid. And the church 
has been winking at this — shunning to declare the whole 
counsel of God, and to pronounce the thunders of His law 
in the ears of the transgressors. The disasters of our army 
are opening our eyes, and woe unto those Gospel-ministers 
who, having opportunity, preach not the law of Sinai in the 
palace and the court as well as in the sanctuary. I feel 
thankful that William has sounded such a dedsLve note on 
this subject. God is calling the attention of the nation to 
her isrymg sins — Sabbath-breaking and drunkenness. The 
increased light she is receiving is fearfully increasing her 
responsibility, and it is at the peril of her position among 
the nations that she disobeys this call of God to arise and 
put from her these accursed things. Tell William I sym- 
pathize in his labour, and pray that his efforts in this noble 
movement may be crowned with success. God give him 
patience, prudence, boldness, and &itlL" 

'^ The first page of your letter sparkles with wit and puns 

so brilliantly," she says to Miss S. B on April 6th, 

" that I was almost dazsded by it, and my poor intellect 
only discovered all its separate gems after several readings. 
If I were to fix my own position, it would not be among 
your ' new order of young angels,' but where Carlyle places 
Samuel Johnson, in the rank of ' Seraph shoe-blacks.' I 
don't know whether I am complimenting myself for I don't 
know what he means, but I know what I understand by it 

" While at Howden, I read in an old number of ' H(^s 
Instructor' of 1849, an article on Coleridge's 'Ancient 
Mariner,' which pleased me much. It gives an interpreta^ 
tion of the hidden meaning. I can give you one or two of 
the ideas. The shooting of the Albatross seems a trifle to 
the woes it entailed, so did the eating of an apple to the 
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rain of a world ; so must it always appear unless the mag* 
nitude of the law which that action violated be compre- 
hended. The only other point on which I must touch refers 
to the change wrought in the heart. You remember the 
Mariner looked on the rolling sea and the slimy things, and 
everything was horrible and hideous in his eyes. He tried 
to pray, but ' a wicked whisper came and made his heart as 
dry as dust.' But a change is working in his soul. Suddenly 
he blessed them imawares. That very moment he cotdd 
pray ; and to his vision now they were God*s good creatures 
— things of beauty. The change was in himself, for sure 



And now 



' The gentle sleep from heaven 
Had slid into his soul.' 



' I moved and could not feel my limbs : 

I was so light — almost 
I thought that I had died in sleep, 
And was a blessed ghost.' 

You remember the verse — '- 

* He prayeth best who loveth best 

All things both great and small ; 
For the dear God who loveth us, 
He made and loveth all.' 

I have not time to note the more minute points of this 
wonderful poem, and could not do it correctly if I had." 

She writes to the same friend on the 27th, commencing 
in a mournful strain : '' It is a glorious morning. I wish 
you were with me. I would abandon my desk, and we 
would wander forth as of old, and interchange the pent-up 
thoughts of our hearts. Surely it would dispel the sadness 
of my spirit to tell you all I have felt and suffered for the 
last month. Perhaps I may succeed in dragging some of 
these mental burdens to light. Many*hued though they are, 
they may not relish black and white, and so decamp while 
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I am writing. First then I experience a most deplorable 
lack of physical and mental energy. I think out many sub^ 
jectSy but feel inadequate to commit any of them to paper. 
I am weak and irresolute about the merest trifles — such as 
writing a letter, taking a walk, or making a call. Mother's 
indifferent health causes an undefinable apprehension of evil 
" I have been wandering through ' Gilfillan's Galleries of 
Portraits/ and some of them seem to haunt me as Bizzio's 
eyes did Mrs. Hemans, though with a 'fax deeper and more 
melancholy meaning. Poor John Sterling ! is he not the 
type of a large class of the youth of this country 1 You 
and I know something of that dark, tangled, and terrible 
path he trod. Oh ! when we clasp our Bibles to our hearts, 
and thank Qod that at length we have come back to the 
simplicity of our childhood, and have received power to 
believe what we vainly strove to comprehend, ought we not 
to pity and pray for those who are yet inquiring, ' What is 
truth 1 ' When we pray * Thy kingdom come,' should we 
not remember those who are inquiring for that kingdom, 
but to whose lofty ken it is all too lowly and simple — whose 
eye of reason is dear and bright, while their eye of faith is 
dim and almost visionless ? '' — Miss Hessel's experience con- 
strained her to sympathize with those who are wandering 
in doubt and groping after truth. And their critical condi- 
tion certainly claims intense sympathy and regard. Her 
suggestion that Christiaus should remember them in their 
prayers richly merits attention. Let not the confirmed 
sceptic however indulge the soothing persuasion that power 
to believe is given to some, while to others it is denied ; — 
that the unbeliever is to be pitied more properly than 
blamed. In the case of every intelligent person fiiith and 
unbelief are moral facts — they denote a state of heart. Docil- 
ity and desire to do the will of Qod, — submissiveness and 
surrender to the Divine teaching — are the proclaimed essen- 
tials to the peace and joy of Christian £uth. To all exer- 
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cising those virtaes these results are pledged. *' light is 
sown for the righteous ; and gladness for the upright in 
heart." *^ If any man will do His will he shall know of 
the doctrine, whether it be of Qod." Mental habits and 
idiois^ncrasies will aflfect the duration and severity of the 
process, but a glorious issue is sure. Confirmed unbelief 
indicates pride of inteUect or perversity of will 

'* Without or star or angel for their guide, 
Who worship God, shall find Him. Humble Love, 
And not prood Reason, keeps the door of heayen. 
Love finds admission, where proud Science fidls. 
Man's science is the culture of his heart. 
And not to lose his plummet in the depths 
Of nature, or the mere profound of God." 

Nor can we permit the confirmed sceptic the undisturbed 
enjoyment of the notion that &ith and reason are antagonis- 
tic, — that to believe is to renounce reason, while to follow 
the dictates of reason is to discard faith. The notion is 
utterly erroneous. Christian faith is altogether rational. 
She has the strongest warrant for her acts. She accepts 
what indeed reason is unable to explain, but she accepts it 
only on testimony satisfsustory to reason. Faith is the struc- 
ture, reason the basis. She quits reason only as the spire 
quits the foundation of a building. And surely the glorious 
Bdng who has given us reason, may justly require faith ! 

Should this passage come under the eye of a doubter of 
Revelation, the writer would beg to offer this counsel : Study 
the Book itsel£ This is the most certain way to obtain sat- 
isfaction. Bead it carefully through,— the New Testament 
especially. Bead the Gk>spels again and again. Spend not 
days but weeks over it. Shall the scholar ungrudgingly 
spend weeks or months in testing the genuineness of some 
ancient document, and shall that time be deemed too much 
in a matter of vital and eternal importance ? We are utterly 
inexcusable if we do not thoroughly examine the Book that 
asserts such claims on our attention as the Bible. 
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She proceeds : " Sorrowfolly have I looked on the aspect 
of modem literature. Our gifted and rising poets — Bailey, 
Massey, Yendys^ Smith, and Bigg are all tinctured more or 
less with the mystical creed of Carlyle and Emerson. They 
are yery hopefiil, certainly. Sincere and earnest souls like 
these must be threading their way through all the tangled 
meshes of error to the eternal city of trutL But in the 
meantime the gorgeous temple of mystic falsehood they are 
rearing is attracting many votaries. Truly does GiMllan 
say our pulpits are silent when they should possess tongues 
of fire. I feel impatient for his promised work on this 
subject. His character as a critic, the paternal relationship 
in which he has stood to some of the young poets I have 
named, and his genuine admiration of the genius of Carlyle 
and Emerson will cause him to be heard. 

'^ I can scarcely tell you what I think of these portraits as 
a whole. I b^eve them to be honest — ^true to the author's 
impressions. Perhaps every individual reader will find fftult 
with some one or more of them, as personal firiendship or 
admiration or taste shall direct Sometimes, as in the case 
of Chalmers, he contrasts the sitter with twenty other men 
to whose distinguishing charactenstica all his were vastly 
inferior, until you conclude that not oiie particle of origi- 
nality was possessed, and then you are astonished to find 
that the finishing touches of the pencil make him not only 
a good and earnest, bat a great man. I cannot alwajrs re- 
concile the blight and shady belongii^ to the same subject ; 
not because of ignorance that inconsistencies are mingled in 
the loftiest minds, but because his characteristics appear to 
me sometimes destructive of one another. 

" There are some gems in Stanyan Bigg's ' Night and the 
SouL' Some of the songs are exquisite ; but there are more 
solid beauties which I should Hke to transcribe. A magnifi- 
cent passage of nearly two pages looks temptingly at me. 
The author seems, in the last page, to have worked out the 
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soul-problem of the ' Ancient Mariner ' — ^to have learned to 
loTe and pray. He 

' Saw all seeming eccentricities 
Were bnt the playing of the wider laws, 
While law itself was systematio loye. 
The passing winds sang vesper hymns to me, 
And the old woods seem'd whispering, " Let us pray." ' 

How I wish we could revel together in this magnificence ! 

'^ I have looked regretfully for some minutes at a very 
beautiful passage. It is a shame to mar its entirety. I 
don^t want to write any more, but can't resist. 

' Love is the key to knowledge — to true power, 
And he who loveth all things, knoweth all. 
Religion is the tme philosophy 1 
Faith is the last great link 'twizt God and man. 
There is more reason in a whispered prayer. 
Than in the ancient lore of all the schools : 
The soul upon its knees holds God by the hand. 
Worship is wisdom as it is in heaven. 
I do believe ! help thou my unbelief 1 
Is the last, greatest utterance of the soul. 
God came to me as truth — I saw him not ; 
He came to rae ad love — and my heart broke ; 
And from its inmost depths there came a cry. 
My Father ! oh ! my Father, smile on me 1 
And the great Father smiled.' 

Are they not golden proverbs ? fragments, not of a rude 
rock, but a polished and glorious column. And yet the same 
volume is darkened by sad, almost hideous, visions of the 
world and the soul of man." 

On April 31st she communicates to Mr. £ her views 

of Oilfillan^s speculative notions of the ccmdition of disem- 
bodied spirits. " Have you read Chalmers' Astronomical 
Discourses ? I had just finiahed them when I took up Gil- 
fillan^ and was not a little pleased to see that the same 
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thoughts had occurred to my humble self and the great critic 
as to the fallacy of some of the arguments. The following 
suggestive theory in his portrait of the doctor struck me 
forcibly. You will remember that Chalmers' heaven is a 
very material one ; that he makes the ingredients of its 
happiness but the refinement of the happiness of a sanctified 
spirit here, and supposes we shall be cognizant after death 
of all the material universe around us. GilfiUan suggests 
that we shall pass into a purely spiritual state at death, or 
at least, that the grosser phenomena of matter will be then 
as invisible to us as are now the microscopic worlds. This 
conviction, he says, came upon him two years ago, with a 
startling force, which he felt more than enough for his own 
mind. He afterwards met with some striking corroborative 
passages in Edgar Poe. I long to ask him the following 
questions : Does not the spirit pass at death into the pres- 
ence of its Redeemer, who bore to some locality a veritable 
human body ) But supposing a disembodied spirit to exist 
in a purely spiritual state, must not materialism necessarily 
be visible to it after its re-union with the body 1 I can 
imagine the grosser phenomena of matter invisible to a dis- 
embodied spirit, but a 'purely spiritual state,' and * purely 
spiritual scenery,' exclude such a spirit from the presence, 
or at least from the recognition of the Qod-man. What is 
your theory as to the state of disembodied spirits ? Every 
theory I have met with is unsatisfiactory. 

^ Tou may possibly have heard that William has pub- 
lished his Fast-day Sermon, by request. The ' Watchman ' 
has a review of it, which says : ' We would recommend it 
as at once a storehouse of material on the greatest national 
question of the day, and a model for its popular treatment' 

'^ Tou remember that sweet little poem you gave me fiom 
' Night and the SouL' There are hundreds of gems equal 
to it in the book. I will give you one. A lover is standing 
over the grave of his niistress on a stormy eveoii^ just as 
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'The tawny twilight creeps into the dark 
like a dan, angry lion to his den.' 

Listen to this gloomy music : 

' The douds like grim black faces come and go. 

One tall tree stretches up against the sky, 
It lets the rain through like a trembling hand 

Pressing the fingers on a watery eye. 
The moon came but shrank back, like a young girl 

Who has burst in upon funereal sadness. 
One star came. Gleopatra-like, the night 

Swallowed this one pearl, in a fit of madness. 
And here I stand, the welt'ring heaven aboye, 

Beside thy lonely grave, my lost, my buried love ! ' " 

Bemote from latitadinarianism in her views of trath and 
dnty, Miss Hessel avoided a blind adherence to prescribed 
human standards. Speaking of young friends, whose views 
she thought too restricted, she says to Mrs. W on May 
lOth : '' I think I succeeded in impressing upon them the 
important truth, that religion does not always walk in that 
predse line which our notions have drawn, and in no other 
— ^that ^ the river of the water of Hfe,' according to Cheever, 
and the Bible too, winds hither and thither, and always will 
— ^that the tree of life bears twelve manner of fruits, and 
always will — and that we are not to say of any but the im- 
iaoralf that religion has no place in their hearts, however 
much its brightness may be dimmed by the fogs of earth. 

''And now for your interrogatories. Were I to begin to 
answer them one by one, I fancy my replies would sound 
very contradictory. I thank you for them, nevertheless. 
They are valuable as helps to self-examination. Your dear 
good husband, who is 'jealous over me with a godly jeal- 
ousy,' pointed out the danger which he thought my course 
of reading incurred. I could but partially agree with him, 
for I thought I had been regaled with a very wholesome 
medley lately— the 'liteiaiy Portraits,' Bunyan's ' Pilgrim'a 
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Progress,' your Mend Mr. (now Dr.) Cairns' translation of 
' Elijah,' the ' Letters of Junius,' and the Memoir of an 
American Missionary to Turkey — Mr. Hamlin. 

''With reference to Oilfillan, I will tell you its effects on 
me as &r as I know them. His portraits of Emerson, Carlyle, 
John Sterling, and Qeorge Dawson, are those which haye 
most deeply affected and impressed me. I have read, paused, 
and wept. I haye clasped the Bible to my heart with a 
deeper, a more intense love and reverence for its blessed, 
soul-saving truths. I have thanked Gk>d with a more fer- 
vent gratitude that, though I wandered long and wearily on 
the borders of that dark forest of negations in which poor 
John Sterling all but lost himself. His infinite mercy led me 
forth to the sun-Ught, and gave me the child-like noble 
fiiculty to believe instead of further question. This has led 
me to pray as I never prayed before for the thousands of my 
young and gifted countrymen and women, who are sincerely 
seeking the truth, but seeking it, alas ! with the lamp of 
reason only instead of that of faith also — in whose souls 
there is a deep and exceeding bitter ciy, ' I would believe, 
but cannot' Eead Oilfillan, and you will understand my 
fedings. The pulpit is silrat on a subject on which our 
ministers ought to speak with tongues of fire, especially in 
our large and intelligent congregations. The battle being 
shirked by it, the press must take it up. But at present 
GilfiUan seems, like David, the sole champion of Israel 
against this fearfal Qoliath. But surely there are many 
upon whose foreheads God has set a mark, who sigh and 
cry unto Him daily that He may rebuke the waves of this 
soul-engnlphing sea, and bid her ' give up her dead,' that 
they may live. This, and kindred subjects, have been the 
burden of my heart since I saw you." — Our Mend here fur- 
nishes evidence of participation in a conmion frailty. It is 
well known that whenever a subject occupies exclusive or 
inordinate attention for a lengthened period, a morbid feel- 
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ing is excited) and the equilibrium of the judgment is de- 
stroyed. Within the circle in which she moved, GilfiUan 
was probably the only writer known who assailed the evil 
she deplored. But there were other writers who were as 
vigorous, and in the opinion of many, as efficient combatants, 
with whom we may justly wonder she was not acquainted. 
Nor can we allow her opinion on the silence of the pulpit to 
pass unchallenged. Perhaps it may have spoken out less 
frequently and fhlly than some desired, and than was 
really desirable. The extension of its prevalent range of 
topics would no doubt be a public benefit. There are topics 
connected with Theology however, for the adequate discus- 
sion of which the press supplies a more fitting medium than 
the pulpit, and it may be queried whether this is not one of 
them. Her deep solicitude for what she held to be vital 
truth and her sympathy with those who are ''feeling" after 
it, shall win our admiration however, if, on this occasion, 
her feeling somewhat disturbed her judgment. 

/'As to my more immediately-personal experience," she 
proceeds, " I can only say I am like a little bark on a tem- 
pestuous ocean, gathering up my strength after the shock of 
one breaker to prepare for the next — conquering one diffi- 
culty only to make way for another. But still I think I am 
making headway. The struggle is ' not for nought.' 

^* With reference to those more public duties you so often 
urge upon me, I have to report no better success. Some- 
times when my feelings have been wrung and tested to the 
utmost I feel like the poor Scotch woman at Chalmers* 
communion : ' I cannot speak for the Saviour, but I think 
I can die for him.' Betuming firom a struggle of this na- 
ture in which I had been defeated, I have laid my panting 
wearied soul at the Saviour's feet, and cried : ' Take me 
hence ! I woxdd go home. Let me serve thee in thy tem- 
ple above, or minister to the little ones of thy kingdom, 
free from the dog of this diseased mortality.* And then, 
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when the troubled waters of excited feeling have subsided, 
I have said, ' Nevertheless, not as I will, but as thou wilt' " 
— Then follows the passage given on page 13. 

" But enough of this. What am I now, contrasted with 
what I was, and with that darker picture of what I might 
have been but for the grace of Qod and the holy influences 
of maternal and fraternal love 9 Contrasted with these, I 
have indeed need to thank God, and a thousand chords in 
my heart vibrate notes of gratitude whenever I think of it. 
But that brighter picture of what I might have been ! Oh ! 
I have need to bow my head — ^to weep, and pray to be for- 
given. Many thanks for your letter, for your generous 
friendship, for all I owe you." 

On Tuesday May 22nd, an occurrence transpired which 
caused grief and consternation at Boston Spa ; how much 
more at Howden ? Her uncle Campbell died without a 
moment*s premonition. The catastrophe was heightened by 
the flEict of his absence from home. ^' My poor unde," Miss 
Hessel writes on the 29th, " had gone over to Ashly-Grange 
in Lincolnshire, to look over an estate which he had pur- 
chased. He was in perfect health and excellent spirits when 
he left home on Monday morning. On Tuesday, after dinner, 
he was about to leave the Orange, and was sat chatting. 
He stopped in the middle of a sentence, and before any one 
could reach him was a coipse. 

'' To me it seemed a sad and sorrowful dream. I had a 
vague idea of something awfiil having happened, but every 
attempt to realize the fact seemed unavailing until yesterday, 
when my cup of sorrow was flUed to overflowing. To-day 
the vision, with its awfiil distinctness, has passed away, 
and I thank God for it I never had such views of the 
Divine Being as during the last few days. They have been 
quite new, and somewhat perplexing. I have felt to lay 
my poor aching heart at the foot of the mercy-seat ; the 
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ladiance of divine tenderness and compassion has shone 
towards me, but I have seen, though turned from me, the 
pillar of doud—of divine and inscrutable justice. As I 
have gazed and wondered, there has been a firm but kind 
voice heard in my soul, 'Be still, and know that I am 
Qod ;' and thus, though I have mourned, and wept, and 
writhed beneath the blow, I have entertained no hard 
thoughts of God." 

After communicating the sad intelligence to Mr. B , 

she writes on June 7th : " We had great difficulty in put- 
ting ourselves into presentable attire by Saturday evening, 
when we went to Tadcaster to spend a few days. Such a 
change seemed absolutely necessary after the shock we had 
experienced. Their missionary anniversary services were 
being held. Mr. lightwood of Leeds preached two beau- 
tiful sermons on Sunday. The Eev. B. Gregory was at the 
meeting. He is a wonderful man; not an orator, but a 
genius ; casting forth pearls as the wind shakes drops £rom 
a tree after rain. His person is scarcely more than the figure 
of a man — ^a specimen of etherialized humanity. At the 
chairman's caU he rose and said— a have often visited 
Tadcaster in imagination, Mr. Chairman ; I have often longed 
to visit it in reality. It has long been identified in my 
memory with two names — ^those of Entwistle and HesseL 
Mr. Hessel's earliest and last days were, I believe, spent in 
this locality.' So unexpected was the sentiment that I 
nearly started firom my seat, and burst into tears. Un- 
fortunately I was visible to the whole congregation. It 
was a touching but precious tribute to that loved and gifted 
brother whQse eloquent tongue, had he lived, might have 
been heard even there advocating the claims of that vast 
empire for which his noble heart beat to the last, — India. 
But that head which might have been lifted up among the 
noblest there, now wears a crown, and that tongue has been 
baptized with fire from the altar of the heavenly temple. 



200 MEMORULS OF EUZA HESSBL. [1855 

and its sanctified eloquence is heard in the highest court of 
the nmverse. Ah ! he had to die that he might teach 
thonsands how to liye. This thought stills my rebellion^ 
and quenches my Tain regret Gk>d grant that we may 
emulate his holy zeal and earnestness of purpose ! I supped 
with Mr. Gregory, and spent a dehghtfiil evening in listening 
to him." 

Mrs. Hessel, whom the sad bereavement had summoned 
to Howden, returned home an invalid. Ere she had quite 
recovered, her younger daughter was seized with an alarm- 
ing illness. ^ She had a gathering in her ear, and suppu- 
rated quinsey in the throat, attended with high fever." 
Considering her own infirm state of health, we do not won- 
der to find Miss Hessel *' tried to the utmost of her powers 
of endurance." One day she ** sat down and burst into 
tears." What sudden alternations, however, occasionally 
cross our path ! The Alpine traveller does not pass more 
suddenly from vegetable life and beauty to the barrenness 
of '^ eternal snows," than we are sometimes called to pass 
£rom ''gay to grave and grave to gay." While she was 
giving vent to the overflowings of her pierced heart, the 
postman was wending his way to her with unexpected and 
peculiarly joyous intelligence. ''A double knock on the 
mufiSed rapper " announced his arrival The handwriting 
of her cousin is instantly recognized, and the assurance that 
kind sympathy will be conveyed by the unconscious mes- 
senger urges to the proinpt rupture of the seal. " In three 
minutes " every feature of the countenance is changed — ^the 
heavy heart bounds with joy. What can be the intelligence 
whidi produces such e£Eects 1 It is such as only a spiritual 
mind could have appreciated. Her cousin, whom edie had 
often urged to a practical recognition of the claims of Christ, 
had, after long hesitancy, become decided. Her decision 
brought to maturity the half-formed purposes of the gentle- 
man to whom the earnest and affectionate appeal on page 175 
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had been addiessecL FuUy oecapied though she was, 
not a post -was lost in adbiowledgiag this commnnicatioi^ 
*^ Your letter came to hand," says she, ''most opportunely 
this morning. Joy welled np in my heart, — ^a joy too pnre 
and hallowed for anything bnt secret tears, and prayers, and 
praise. I retired to my room to thank Qod, and to entreat 
His blessing on yon both. May He in very deed bless yon ! 
Oh ! how my heart rejoiced ! I have no words that can ex- 
press my gratitude. 

" I have wondered that Mr. F never answered or in 

any way noticed the letter I wrote to him in winter, but I 
have never regretted sending it. I have often prayed that 
in some way or other Qod would lead him to that decision 
of character which would add so much to your mutual hap- 
piness. I tell you this because you know what alternations 
of hope and fear I have suffered with r^ard to some whose 
salvation has lain near my heart. And though I am far from 
arrogating to myself the smallest credit for this delightful 
result, I could not come before God without saying — ' Father 
I thank thee that thou hast heard m&' 

''For yoTursel^ dear Mary, I have long been thankful that 
the Lord has gently opened your heart, and that you have 
been led to say — 'I call the world's Bedeemer mine.' 
Give yourself fully to God and His churcL Aim at a high 
standard of Christian experience. Let religion be an all- 
pervading principle, bringing into subjection your will and 
entire affections. I shall be glad to correspond freely with 
you on these matters. I have experienced something of the 
war&re on which you are entering. Do not £unt or grow 
weary in it. It is a glorious war&re. 

" I shall look eagerly for any farther information you feel 

at liberty to send me about Mr. F ^ and especially should 

I prize a communication from himself. I can folly appre- 
ciate his delicacy in speaking about this matter, but I think 
if he knew how much I have Ickiged to see this day, he 
o 
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would not shrink from making me the partaker of his ex- 
periences. Is there not encouragement here for those 
Christian labourers who are discouraged because of their 
non-apparent success 9 ' Be not weary in well-doing, for in 
due season ye shall reap if ye £unt not.' " 

Miss HesseFs reading, it will have been observed, was 
multifarious. There was no department of literature which 
was not laid, more or less, under tribute. Through 
the kindness of her numerous friends there was scarcely 
any work of note to which she had not access. The 
writings of Oarlyle and Dr. Ghanning became accessible 
about this time. Eeport had been conflicting concerning 
the merits of both these writers, and she was glad to have 
the opportunity of judging for herself Had the gratifica- 
tion of a morbid curiosity been the object contemplated in 
their perusal, the writer must have employed a tone of con- 
demnation. But improvement was sought, and, it is be- 
lieved, secured. She possessed, in an extraordinary degree, 
a delicate, instinctive sense of the just and true. " She had 
the happy art," says an intimate Mend, " of deriving good 
wherever it was to be fotmd. Her nice discrimination has 
often surprised me. Both Carlyle and Ghanning contrib- 
uted to her spiritual as well as mental benefit. She saw 
with the quickest perception, where they deviated from the 
truth." What intelligent mind could come into contact 
with the prodigious vigour of the Scotchman, or the lofty 
and quickening sentiment of the American, without bene- 
fit ? Before any one quotes Miss Hessel's authority, however, 
for the perusal of such authors, let them not only exhibit 
her qualities of head and heart, but contemplate her object. 
While it may be successfully contended that breadth of 
view can only be obtained by intercourse with those who 
differ from us, we ought to have some well-examined prin- 
ciples by which to test new opinions. An excursionist 
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should not only have a home, but sufficient geographical 
knowledge to detennine the relation of his present locality 
to it. An invalid must not plead the example of a healthy 
man as a reason for his exchange of what is easy, for what 
is difficult, of digestion. To the gentleman who had lent 
her, somewhat reluctantly, the works of Dr. Channing, she 
writes : " I have read the ordination address entitled, ' Uni- 
tarian Christianity.' Don't be alarmed when I say, that 
though I felt as if the ^und under me was giving way, by 
turning to the premises with which he sets out, I was soon 
re-assured. They are something to this effect : that Gk)d, 
in making a revelation to man, does it in language compre- 
hensible to his intellect, — ^that such a revelation appeals to 
his reason, — ^and that it is his bounden duty to exercise 
that reason upon every part of it. Hence Channing con- 
structs a beautiful system, supported to a wonderful extent 
by quotations and inferences from Scripture. Yinet writes 
beautifully on the use of reason, the mysteries of our reli- 
gion, and the impossibility of a revelation from the Infinite 
to the finite, which should contain no mysterie& Since it 
is a mathematical demonstration that a smaller circle can- 
not contain a larger, I am content to believe that a finite 
mind cannot grasp the infinite, and that a revelation from 
God, which relates largely to himself, must of necessity 
have many mysteries. Stanyan Bigg says — 

' Could reason scale the battlements of Heaven, 
Religion were a vain and fatile thing ; 
And faith a toy for childhood, or the mad.' 

St. Paul, the prince of strong and original thinkers, sit- 
ting on the threshold of that wondrous temple of divine 
truth into which his eagle eye pierced further than any 
other mortal's, exclaims : ' Without controversy great is the 
mystery of godliness : Qod was manifest in the flesh, justi- 
fied in the Spirit, seen of angels, believed on in the world, 
received up into glory.* I prefer him to those who will re- 
ceive only what is comprehensible. 
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" By the bje, there are two things I wonder at. Chan- 
ning admits the entire harmony of the revelation of 
nature with that of the Bible. The one he regards as a 
greater, the other as a lesser, revelation. Did he find the 
lesser lay open all her secret laws and mysteries to his 
reason 9 If not, how presumptuous to expect it of the 
greater I And then did his reason comprehend how that 
* first-born of God,' — ^the next mtelligence in the universe 
to the 'One God,' who, he admitiS, dwelt in the bosom 
of the Father, — ^became the babe in the manger, the man 
of sorrows ? " — ^Though Miss Hessel was not utterly un- 
equipped for this controversy, it was not to be expected 
that the reasonings of this writer were to be disposed of 
thus summarily. To a mind of her order, for which danger 
has fascination, they would be sure again and again to 
recur ; and we shall subsequently find that she became un- 
settled in her views on the subject of Christ's proper divin- 
ity, and continued so for some brief period, only, however^ 
to be more firmly because more intelligently established in 
that all-important truth. 

An agreement had recently been entered into with 

Miss S. R , that a paper on some prescribed subject^ 

should occasionally be exchanged. A subject had been 
mutually accepted. Timely information of failure oa her 
part is sent in the accompanying note. Would not the 
feeling of disappointment be counterbalanced by the nobility 
of character exhibited 9 " It must come — the humiliating 
confession that I cannot master a given mental task. I have 
battled with this enemy and find him too strong. I have 
striven to conquer, because I knew such a conquest would 
be the prelude to many more, but it is in vain. This once 
I am vanquished, and I fear weakened by the defeat. 

" There is another subject however on which I have dot- 
ted down a few thoughts, but I cannot write a paper by 
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Monday. Then what is to be done ? Prove yourself the 
noble, generous girl I take you to be, and send me your 
paper at the time appointed. I will send you mine when it 
is done. No ! I feel it is too bad of me to say tiiat, I will 
put the proposal in another form. If you don*t send it, I 
will think of you as I have ever done. If you do, I will 
exalt you to the very pinnacle of my standard of goodness, 
and from my lowliness admire you henceforth and for ever. 
Now I leave it with you," 

No unbiassed reader will believe that Miss Hessel would 
divest life of enjoyment. The fact that the Creator causes 
the earth to produce flowers as well as fruits appeared to her 
full of significance. Her sprightly temperament prompted 
to great sympathy with the young in their quest of enjoy- 
ment Her views on some of the sources from which it 
is sought may therefore justly claim consideration. A 
friend had solicited her opinion on the propriety of attend- 
iJig"gay parties." "My views on this matter are very 
decided," she replies on July 1 7th. " * Is it not tempting 
the tempter V you ask. I think it is. And what a solemn 
mockeiy to pray, ' lead us not into temptation,' when we 
deliberately walk into it ! Do you remember Mr. Jay's 
startling address to his young people on the subject of balls, 
concerts, gay parties, &c. 1 ' If I saw the devil running away 
with some of you, I could not cry " Stop thief ! " You tres- 
pass on his territory and thus render yourself his lawful 
prey ! ' That is a solemn fact, stated in striking, though to 
refined ears, perhaps inelegant terms. We walk an enchanted 
^tround when we wander into places of vforldly amusement*^ — 
Let those who have had experience ask themselves whether 
the moral atmosphere of such places is healthy ? And let 
those who have not had experience profit by those who have. 
Gratification purchased at the cost of mental or moral dissi- 
pation is surely too dear. 
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After expatiating on several topics she tells Mr. F on 

August 9tli, that with his talents and energies^ he ^^ may 
rear a noble structure, a monument of usefolness which 
men and angels shall behold with pleasure and satisfaction. 
Is it not a stimulating thought that these happy intelli- 
gences are watching our struggles, perhaps often aiding us, 
and warding off unseen danger ? Surely amid the many 
lofty subjects they are permitted to contemplate, that pro- 
cess of discipline by which man is restored to holiness has 
no mean place. Intimately associated as it is with the 
glory of God, possibly it holds the highest rank among the 
subjects they delight to contemplate.*' 

Writing of an invalid who had evinced some reluctance 
to forego a personal gratification for the sake of another en- 
joying it, she characteristically says : " I tried to put the 
thing in a right light, and set forth the blessedness of living 
for others, of sometimes forgetting ourselves in our endea- 
vours to promote another*s happiness. Persons who have 
had much affliction are apt to get the notion that their sole 
enjoyment consists in being ministered to.' It is a great 
mistake. There are few virtues the exercise of which brings 
with it such a rich and present reward as that of self-denial." 

"I have got Vinet's 'Gospel Studies,"* she writes to 
one of her friends on the 1 5th. *' You know what a favourite 
he is of mine. One of the lectures is on 'the believer com- 
pleting the sufferings of Christ,' Col. 1. 24. He furnishes 
what I consider a satis&ctory explanation of the passage, 
and gives to the sufferings of believers a higher sublimity 
than is derived from the notion that they are merely dis- 
ciplinary. He puts it in something like this form. The 
church is Christ's successor and representative on earth, she 
continues His work, part of that work was suffering, and this is 
the badge of successorship — her distinctive glory. Christ is 
carrying on His work by the church, suffering, so to speak, in 
His church, not for the completion of His personal sufferings 
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for the world's atonement — ^they were complete at the hour of 
His cradfixion — ^but for the completion of those which He is 
to endure to the end of the world in the persons of believers. 
I think Scripture will bear out this view of the case. The 
word signifies not only to finish but to correspond. Is it 
not an ennobling thought that by suffering we are ' filling 
up that which is behind of the sufferings of Christ, making 
our life to correspond with His life, not only suffering for 
Him, but suffering with Him, sharing His humiliation as we 
hope to share His glory ? " 

The Wesleyan Conference was held in Leeds this year, 
and during its sittings Miss Hessel spent a few days with 
her friend, at whose home one or two Wesleyan ministers 
were entertained. " She enjoyed her visit most thoroughly," 
that lady says. " None were more light-hearted than she. 
The society she met was just to her mind, intelligent and 
cheerful, and she was ofben quite- brilliant. I often wished 
for a Boswell to record those conversations. 

''One day when the Rev. £. Gregory was here, as we 
were rambling in the glen, the conversation turned upon 
Emma Tatham. We had just heard of her death, and 
Eliza was much affected by it. She remarked that we must 
set about working for Qod more zealously, since He was re- 
moving those who would have worked so well. She then 
determined to know more of the mind of Christ, and serve 
Him more faithfully. How well she kept this resolve, those 
know best who were most intimate with her. I was a con- 
stant witness of her increasing faith and love ; and was 
often astonished at her amount of religious enjoyment. I 
much regret my inability to recal those conversations, for 
apart firom their brilliance and beauty, they revealed much 
of her inner self And she was indeed, as Carlyle says of 
John Sterling, ' a beautiful human souL ' " 
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CHAPTER IX. 

Thoughts on her sainted Brother — ^Her views of duty not eoimsdent 
with those of some of her friends — ^Increasing love for the Bible — 
Thomas Garlyle — ^The duty of Ghristiajis in relation to the morally 
degraded — Counsels to a recent convert — A valuable sentiment 
from Coleridge — A soliloquy — ^A scrap of mental history — ^The 
Eclipse of Faith — Spiritual egotism — ^Happy toil — ^Dlness of her 
cousin at Howden — Another scrap of mental history — ^Her cousin's 
death— Life under a new phase— 'Visits Congleton — ^Dr. Kitto — 
"The Leper." 

Hayinq to spend some days in Leeds during the month of 
August^ the biographer detennined to visit Boston Spa. 
The promptitude and cordiality ydth which Miss Hessel re- 
ceived him into her friendship, the frankness with which 
in a long walk, she made him acquainted with the more im- 
portant passages in her mental and moral history, together 
with the interesting dharacteiistics of that history, invested 
the intercourse with a peculiar charm. How little did the 
writer think that ere three summers had elapsed, he should 
be moumfolly employed in embalming her memory. 

In a letter received fix>m her a few days afterwards she 
says, August 16th : " As I wrote the date at the top of this 
letter, the recollection flashed across my mind that this is 
the anniversary of dear John's birthday. He has been 
nearly seventeen years in heaven. Seventeen years of unin- 
terrupted progression in knowledge, in holiness, in bUss, 
with a mind unfettered in its researches and a soul unen- 
cumbered by infirmity or sin in its aspirations ! How incom- 
parably nobler he must be now than when he first entered 
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his heavenly mansion ! I did not tell you how of late years 
the idea of him has strangely interwoven itself with my inner 
being. I have rarely spoken of this ; bnt I fancy yon will 
not deem it foolish or visionary, possibly you may sympathize 
with it — may have yourself realized a similar feeling. 

" I have no sympathy with the theory of Gilfillan, that 
we pass at death into an entirely spiritual state, into a re- 
gion where the forms of matter are as invisible as the micro- 
scopic worlds now are. It is a fondly-cherished thought of 
mine that the beloved brother who is enshrined in my 
memory and heart as the fairest unfolding of a truly noble 
character, has not forgotten, in that higher state of being, 
the objects which interested him on earth, — ^that his loving 
eye has often rested with interest on that wondering child 
whom he used to take into his arms and talk to about Qod, 
and to whom he explained the phenomena of, thunder and 
lightning. I have a vivid recollection of this latter circum- 
stance. He took me with him in one of his rambles, and 
we were overtaken by a storm. I was a mere child. He 
folded me in his arms, and as he sheltered in an old hut, 
talked to me about the cause of lightning and thunder, and 
the greatness of the Gk>d who controls the mighty agents of 
nature. I well remember the feeling of security which 
crept over me as he spoke, the soffc pleasure which Uie tones 
of his voice diffused through my little soul, and the wonder- 
ing awe with which his loftiness of thought and expression 
impressed me. I have a persuasion, of which I think no 
reasoning could rob me, that as a ministering spirit he has 
watched the mental struggles through which I have passed, 
and that through all those anxious years when I was revolv- 
ing the all-important question of Hlate's> ' What is truth ? ' 
he had some agency in guiding my inquiries to a right issue. 
One of my most pleasing anticipations, next to the thought 
of meeting my Saviour and God in heaven, is that of seeing 
him, and enjoying his society. 
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" I should ask pardon of any other than yourself for thus 
writing ; if indeed it were possible for me to write thus of 
him to any one else. I know that to you 

' There is nought 
like the tried friendship of the sacred dead/ 

My own very slender recollections of his interest and aflfec- 
tion are unspeakably precious because that affection 

' Cannot hide its fiice, it changeth not^ 
Grieves not, suspects not, cannot pass away, 
But as a seal upon the melted heart 
Tis set for ever/" 

It is no wonder to the writer that her sainted brother 
should be enshrined in her memory and heart. Few sisters 
are honoured to have a brother, who at the age of 24, has 
become the depository of such " mental and moral excel- 
lence/' and bequeathed to the world such a l^acy of quick- 
ening thought. It was the writer's privilege to be his most 
intimate friend for several years, and to prepare his " Memo- 
rials " for the press. Some notion may be formed of the 
estimate put upon them when it is stated that five thousand 
copies have obtained circulation. As to the agenc^^ believed 
to have been exercised by him in guiding her inquiries to a 
right issue, some doubt may be justly entertained. The 
notion derives no sanction from Holy Writ. And would 
not its acceptance involve the unscriptural Bomiah dogma 
0f prayers to saints? 

Eeferring to Mr. Dunn's letters in answer to the religious 
inquiries narrated in Chapter Third, which she had lent the 
writer for perusal, she proceeds : " I have often wondered 
what you think of them. The last time I read them I was 
inclined to doubt the truth of some of the statements with 
reference to faith. It did seem to me that these Scotchmen 
had a special mission to unfold the nature of saving faith, 
stripped of all theological encumbrances and mystifications. 
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Truly the common people heard them gladly, and signs 
followed everywhere. They took it for granted that when 
people asked, ' What must I do to be saved ? ' they meant 
what they said ; and without replying by questions about 
the nature and amount of their penitence, they straightway 
bade them ' Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ.' 

" Have you * Vinet's Vital Christianity ? ' Perhaps you 
remember what he says of faith in his second lecture (I 
think) on ' This id the work of God that ye believe on Him 
whom He hath sent.' He makes a beautiful and clear dis- 
tinction between the faith of the intellect and of the heart, 
showing that if either would avail, God was unjust, since 
He bestowed salvation at two unequal prices, so to speak." 

Few persons who endeavour to promote the general inter* 
ests of society have been less annoyed by misapprehension of 
aim, or misinterpretation of motive than Miss HesseL Her 
sympathy with whatever was benevolent was so unequivocal, 
her readiness to give practical exemplification of this sym- 
pathy so cordial, and there was so much genuine frankness 
in her nature, that she was as little liable as most persons to 
this kind of annoyance. It would have been marvellous, 
however, if the course she prescribed was invariably ap- 
proved. She informs Mr. B that her duties at this 

time were not viewed in the same aspect by herself and 
some of her friends. Her explanation enforces the duty of 
caution against pronouncing on the conduct of persons of 
whose circumstances we have not a fiill knowledge. " Some 
of the good people here seem to think me anything but a 
worker because I do not work in their way. They would 
force me into work for which, by constitution and habit, I am 
totally unfit, and from which I shrink most painfully. They 
see and know nothing of the mental labour I perform, nor at 
what cost I accomplish it. That part of the day which to 
me would be invaluable for reading and writing is necessa- 
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rily occupied with domestic duties. Then I have laboured 
unusually hard for ' the Basket ' — ^a very questionable duty 
with me now that so many others press upon m&" — ^Who 
will hesitate to coincide with the view she takes as to 
the questionableness of this duty f By her needle she was 
undoubtedly benefiting the locality, but by her pen she 
would have been benefiting mankind. The former could 
have been done as efficiently by many others — not so the 
latter. So &r from doing too little of what passes under 
the name of '' work,** she did too much. The strain upon 
that frail frame was too great. In a few days after she says 
to the same friend : " I have a great deal of work before 
me, and I sigh heavily sometimes, for it oppresses me." — 
Would that there had been some one who had heard those 
sighsy and uttered a timely and effectual remonstrance ! 
Let no one, however, from the blow struck at her health by 
over-exertion in the cause of benevolence, seek refuge from 
a similar disaster in the bowers of indolence. Let all who 
find no higher object than gratification for which to live, 
mark well what follows : " Nevertheless it is a thousand 
times happier life than one of idleness ; and I have lately 
felt it to be one of rich enjoyment." — Here is valuable in- 
struction for the victim of ennuL Active and engrossing 
service in the cause of benevolence is the cure for that dire 
disease. 

" Labour is life ! Tis the still water ^eth : 
Idleness ever despaii'eth, bewaileth ; 
Keep the watch wound, for the dark rost assaileth ; 
Flowers droop and die in the stillness of noon." 

" 1 thank you for your letter," she adds in a postscript. 
" I think your test of any new doctrine, or new presentation 
of an old one, admirable. The tendency of all that the 
Divine Teacher taught was man's elevation, moral and in- 
tdleetuaL May He be your guide through the labyrinth of 
intellectual research, and may you come forth girded for the 
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fight — armed with the whole armour of Qod ! Be a student 
of the Word 1 Untold wealth lies in it" 

" With reference to both practical and devotional read- 
ing," she says to Mrs. W , "I have found that the 

Psalms of David and the teachings of our Lord furnish the 
best They are to me inexhaustible well-springs, always 
fresh and pure. I have resolved to study the ethics of the 
New Testament with greater diligence. The book of Psalms 
has long been my daily manual of devotion. Among the 
recent rich additions to my happiness I rank this as the 
most precious : an increasing admiration of and love for the 
Bible, and more especially for the record of my Saviour's 
teachings. My head and hands are always fall of work, so 
full that I sometimes feel oppressed, and would £un redeem 
the time by taxing my energies severely for a while. But 
this I find bad policy, and my health invariably suffers for it 

" Upon the whole what a life of rich enjoyment is mine ! 
Some of the choicest blessings of friendship have feJlen to 
my lot Chief among them I must rank hers whose loftier 
nature like a loadstone drew me to my proper centre during 
those years of doubt and perplexity through which I passed." 

After expressing her apprehensions that increased ac- 
quaintance with her would result in diminished esteem, she 
says to the biographer, on October 2nd : " Tou know well 
that pantings after the noblest inteUectual and moral excel- 
lence may exist in connection with very insignificant attempts 
and very serious defects. I tell you this merely that you 
may understand me, but as I detest cant and mock humility, 
I shall not indulge in this strain. Tou have offered me your 
friendship ; I have readily and gratefully accepted it, and I 
mean to turn it to some good account, — ^to convert it into 
stepping-stones to aid me in the realization of that standard 
whose outlines have latterly been assuming a distinctness 
which has at once encouraged and humbled me. 
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'^ Since I wrote last my time has been veiy mudi occu- 
pied with visitors and Tisiting, and a press of domestic 
duties. Still I have managed to get a little reading done, 
and have nearly finished Channing. What Carlyle says of 
the Koran is eminently true of this and some other books, 
his own not excepted. ' Bead it through — Cleave it behind, 
once get dear away from it, and out of the mass of error 
you may select many gems of truth, may perceive that the 
man had a meaning and one worth finding out.' Of Chan- 
ning one may say more than this, and even out of this 
Unitananism of his, I have got something good, such a 
view of Christ as my exemplar as I never had before — such 
a deep conviction that the divine man of Qalilee is a veritable 
humanity to be earnestly studied and closely copied. 

" Have you read much of Carlyle ? I have penetrated a 
little through his shaggy garb and rough exterior, and have 
been wonderfully attracted. I was introduced to a more 
intimate acquaintance with him through his ' Heroes and 
Hero-worship.' I am now reading his ' Past and Present' 
I do not feel competent to pronounce upon him until I have 
read Ms ' life of John Sterling.' I greatly fear I shall be 
compelled to withdraw much of the admiration I now ieeL 
What I have read would lead me to hope and believe that 
he is a real earnest truth-seeker, and I have great fiuth in 
a glorious issue to all such seeking. That he is a genuine 
and deep thinker I do not doubt, but you must be prepared 
to love him before you can expect to understand hint 
Again and again I have been repelled by his phraseology, 
his rude and rugged utterances, but that they were mean- 
ingless, ' I, for my part,' to quote his words, ' could at no 
moment, under no form, in the least believe.' He has a 
wonderfdlly deep insight into men and things, a fjaculty of 
discerning evils, weaknesses, shams, &c., and also an eye for 
and appreciation of the noble and good. But alas ! he sup- 
plies us with no panacea for the ills he so nobly exposes. 



1855] chsist's sssmon on the mount. 215 

His ' Gospel ' is in trath a very meagre one. He seems 
half ashamed of it himself, and only lets it peep out here 
and there. ' Enow thy work and do it ' is his latest revela- 
tion, ' to. know thyself thou wilt never be able/ Ah ! there 
are cycles of human wretchedness which he has an eye keen 
enough to detect, but for which this gospel is unremedial. 

" This morning I read the ' Sermon on the Mount' before 
taking up Carlyle. What a wondrous compendium of the 
sublimest morality ! What a dear dissecting and laying 
bare of the shams of Judaism in that reiterated ' Ye have 
heard that it hath been said ! ' And what transcendent 
wisdom and grandeur beamed out upon the world in those 
majestic teadiings of Ood-like authority announced with 
the impressive, ' But I say unto you ! ' In reading this 
unique sermon, one begins as Coleridge says of philosophy, 
' in wonder, and ends in wonder ; while admiration fills up 
the interstice.' Did he but recognize that truth which is 
able ' to purge men's consciences from dead works,' I believe 
Carlyle would be the most valuable writer of the day. He 
seems to linger so wonderingly around the life and death of 
Jesus — ^to halt and muse with such a trembling, half- 
believing, half-doubting, oondousness of the divine mystery 
of redemption wrapped up in Him, that one hopes he will 
ere long recognize the glorious truth." 

A letter to Miss S. B on October 11th, supplies an 

illustration of the way in which light reading was made 
subservient to high moral purposes. " Yesterday, Bulwer's 
' Eugene Aram ' came in my way, and spell-bound me until 
too late for post You will not wonder at this, seeing I 
have never met with it before. It is a dangerous book. 
WhsA a flEiscination he throws around the criminal ! But 
some things in it have set me a-thinking. Is the world to 
be made better by the good casting forth the evil to neglect 
and the defilement of thdr own pollution ? How we 



216 MEMOBIALB OF EUZA HES8EL. [1855 

shrink from contact with guilt ! How we say in effect to 
the degraded wretch who chances to cross our path, ' Stand 
by, I am better than thou.' Do we not share the same 
hununity ? May-be we have been alike tempted, and who 
maketh us to differ ? May-be we were not tempted ; should 
not we therefore pity rather than loathe ? 

" I have been thinking also about the church in its relation 
to the guilt and woes of the world. Ah ! did she go forth 
in the spirit of her Divine founder, how mighty would be 
her conquests ! Who of us can estimate, as He did, the 
guilt, defilement, and terrible consequences of sin? Yet 
He shrank not from contact with that degraded wretch 
whom the Pharisees would have stoned. Truly the world 
needs a more Christ-like remedy than Chrisldans in general 
administer." 

''With reference to the subjects we discussed in that 
memorable moon-light walk," she writes to the same friend 
on October 3 1st, " my mind is comparatively at rest. I have 
resolved, by God's help, to weave my web of life as best I 
can out of the materials around me. I have had some weeks 
of rich enjoyment both intellectually and spiritually. I 
have been living in a higher atmosphere than heretofore. 
My time has been fully employed, indeed crowded with 
work. I cannot tell you about my reading, only just to 
mention the books: second volume of Channing, 'The 
Eclipse of Faith,' Eingsley's 'Village Sermons,' and his 
'Phffithon,' David Thomas's 'Crisis of Being,' and the 
' Progress of Being.' The last two I should veiy much like 
you to see. You would be delighted with them. Mr. 
Thomas is editor of the ' Homilist,' a few numbers only of 
which I have seen. It appears a valuable periodicaL 

" I am to go to Howden soon, but I will come back by 
way of Leeds, if only for a night. In the meantime, my 
friend, let us tiy to be living for a high and holy purpose. 
I feel increasingly, I think, the littleness of eveiy thing 
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earthly, except as it is connected with the future. I do not 
care to form another friendship ; would not, indeed, if I 
could not confidently look to its perfecting in heaven." — 
She had communicated the formation of a valuable literary 

acquaintance with Mr. W 1 The biographer has been 

favoured with some letters addressed to hun, which will be 
read with deep interest. 

She proceeds : '^ I am reading Luke's Gk>spel with care. 
What abundant internal evidence of authenticity it contains, 
and how strikingly evident is the superior education and 
medical knowledge of ' the beloved Physician ! ' I have 
been deeply impressed with the remarkable beauty of that 
narrative of the woman who came and washed the Saviour s 
feet with her tears. How startled must that proud Pharisee 
have been by the Saviour's address, ' Simon, I have some- 
what to say unto thee,' and the revelation of his secret 
thoughts ! I find the Scriptures to be an increasing treasure 
— ' a well-spring of deep gladness.' I regret deeply that I 
havo hitherto read them in such a desultory manner." 

Some appropriate and excellent counsels were addressed 

to Mr. F on Nov. 9th : " Many thanks for your letter. 

I thank you especially for the confidence you have reposed 
in me, and the freedom with which you have communicated 
your views and feelings on religious matters. Mental con- 
flicts are, as you suppose, by no means uncommon to young 
Christians. There is a great propensity in human nature 
to seek in itself what can be found only out of itself I 
mean that a renewed heart is apt to look into itself for con- 
solation and comfort, when it should be looking to Christ. 
It is by constant and steady looking to Christ that we are 
to be ' changed into the same image.' I am quite aware of 
the duty of self-examination, but I am also aware that 
Satan employs its practice to gain an advantage over us. I . 
have sometimes felt a sort of bitter pleasure in searching 
for secret sins and deficiencies, and have at length discovered 
p 
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that this was diverting my attention from Christ, by look* 
ing to whom alone I could be delivered from these evils. 

'^ Oh ! my dear Mend, you have entered upon a war&re, 
but fear not ; it is a glorious warfare. You will gain 
strength in the conflict. Tour moral nature wiU have its 
true and proper development ; and many an oasis will spring 
up in the desert to gladden your heart and refresh your 
eyes. But what I want especially to impress both upon 
your mind and my own, is the necessity of ' looking unto 
Jesus ' — as the source of spiritual blessings — as * the author 
and finisher of our £uth ' — and as our exemplar. In this 
last character we cannot study him too closely. 

" I rejoice to know that on many points our views are 
consonant, and I am sure you will endorse the sentiment I 
am about to pen, that the highest object of our religion is 
not to endow us with the rewards of heaven, but to assimi- 
late us to the Divine. How is this assimilating process to 
be carried on and completed ? Simply by ' looking unto 
Jesus.' You find this difficult you say, especially when 
you feel that you have most need to practise it I know 
the difficulty. It is one thing to think of Jesus, and ano- 
ther to look to Him so as to realize Him as a present 
Saviour. But then we have a resource. Prayer always 
secures His attention and help. Tha>t fervent ^ Lord, hdp 
me ! ' was never uttered sincerely in vain. 

'* Will you join me in the study of the life of Christ as 
narrated by the Evangelists? I think we should find it 
profitable to exchange our thoughts. It would be well to 
read with the special view of impressing upon our hearts 
those features of His character we are called to imitate. 
And in how many of the relationships of domestic and 
social life does he present a noble and perfect copy for our 
imitation ! I am reading Luke first, and enjoying the 
Gospel very much. 

" I will give you a brief extract from Coleridge's * Aids 
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to Reflection.' You may apply it to spiritual as well as in- 

tellectaal pursuits : 'All things strive to ascend, and ascend 

in the striving. And shall man alone stoop? Shall his 

pursuits and desires, the reflections of his inner life, be like 

the reflected image of a tree on the edge of a pool, which 

grows downward, and seeks a mock heaven in the unstable 

element beneath it, in neighbourhood with the slimy water, 

weeds, and oozy bottom-grass that are better than itself and 

more noble, in as £%r as substances that appear as shadows 

are preferable to shadows mistaken for substances V No ; 

it must be a higher good to make you happy. While you 

labour for an3rthing below your proper humanity you seek 

a happy life in the region of death. Well sdith the moral 

poet — 

' Unless above himself he can 
Erect himself, how mean a thing is man ! ' " 

In a glowing strain she writes to Miss S. H on Nov. 

26th : '' I have just turned slowly and reluctantly from a 
gorgeous scene. The rising moon 'in full orbed glory' 
emerging from a pavilion of white fleecy clouds, to enthrone 
hersdf amid the splendours of the star-galaxies. And those 
stars ! How they stir my spirit to its profoundest depths ! 
What are they ? For what purpose were they created 1 Do 
our loved ones, who have gone before, dwell among them ? 
Do the footsteps of angels echo there ? O for a glimpse 
into their lofty mysteries ! Thought flutters its wings and 
vainly beats the walls of its prison-house, seeking to burst 
forth and explore the mystery ; and then like a long-strug- 
gling captive bird folds its weary wing and sinks to rest 
But O ! ' Te bright mosaics on the floor of heaven/ I — ^a 
child of earth, in sisterhood with the clods of the valley — 
I shall live ' glorious and glad and free,' when your fires 
have waned and gone out — shall live to explore your mys- 
teries, to read the wondrous tale of your creation and 
accomplished destiny, millenniums after you have finished 
your appointed course ! 
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" The universe ! Eternity ! Oarselves the denizens of 
both ! O my friend, what a glorious gift is that of being 
— ^immortal being! Strange thoughts have been stirred 
within me to-night. In one I have exulted. I cannot by 
any possibility cease to exist. The eternity to come is mine 
by inalienable birthright. I have said to my fluttering 
yearning spirit : Be patient ; the future is thine. Thy in- 
heritance is mighty, unspeakable. But thou must prepare 
for its possession. The realizations there, are dependent 
upon what is accomplished in thee and by thee here. Let 
the contemplation of that kingdom of which thou art surely 
the heir, issue in something better than mere childish long- 
ings for its possession. Thou hast noble work before thee. 
Thou art called to write upon the tablets of time the proofs 
of thy fitness to enter upon thy higher regal destiny. This 
and another assembled world will be called upon to read 
the record. Perhaps more worlds than these. See thou 
write it well ! " 

*' Build thy great acts high and higher, build them on the 
conquered sod. 
Where thy weakness first fell bleeding, and thy first 
prayer rose to God." 

"What a wonderful elasticity there is in the human 
mind," she wrote to her cousin, who had returned to How- 
den after spending five happy weeks at Boston Spa, " and 
what a blessed faculty of adapting ourselves to the chang- 
ing events and circumstances of life ! Your leaving me was 
really a dreaded event. You don't know how much pain 
the anticipation cost me. No sooner were you gone how- 
ever, than I turned hopeftilly and cheerfolly to the future, 
and began to inquire what duties lay before me. Work is 
a blessed relief. Our mental and physical organization are 
alike benefited by it." 

To Mr. W 1 she writes on Dec. 1st : "It is not to 
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every friend I should deem it worth while communicating 
the little scrap of mental history to which it has just struck 
my &ncy to treat (T) you. Some months ago I became 
greatly interested in the question of the relative merits of 
Congregationalism and Methodism. I was thrown much 
into the society of ministers where Methodist polity was 
freely discussed I need not trouble you with details. My 
mind was a good deal disturbed, so much so that it proved 
a rather serious interruption to my studies. You remember 
the first evening you took tea here. On the following one 

my friend Miss S. B and I paced the lanes for hours, in 

the glorious moonlight, discussing these important matters. 
I smile at our earnestness and enthusiasm now as I think 
of it. Well, after some weeks more of mental disquietude, 
which I do not now regret, for the discipline was salutary, 
I began Carlyle's ' Past and Present.' I did not for some 
time relish it much. But now I feel under almost infinite 
obligation to him and it. 

''I know you are wondering what the sequel of this 
strange story may be. The present issue is for me a very 
happy one, I assure you. Oarlyle seemed in that book to 
have a message for me, and it ran something like this : 
' Leave this question of religion, and the forms of it, of 
which to say truth, in these unspeakable days it is chiefly 
profitable to keep silence. Thou needest no new religion ; 
no nor any new form of it. Thou hast already more of 
both than thou makest use of. This day thou knowest ten 
commanded duties, seest in thy mind ten things which 
should be done for one that thou doest. Do one of them, 
and this of itself will teach thee that the rest are do-able. 
Know that religion is no Morison's Pill from without, but 
a re-awakening of thine own self from within. Find thy 
work and do it ; thou wilt then find true blessedness. Oh ! 
my sister, is there no thistle in thy path which thou canst 
dig up, so that a blade of grass or com may grow there 
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instead ? Look around thee. Seest tliou not a noble army 
of workers— heaven's aristocracy— with a divine patent of 
nobility ! Thou too so needed in the host ! It were so 
blessed, thrice blessed for thyself, to be one of them. Come 
my sister, perchance thou may'st make one little nook of 
Ood's earth a little fruitfuUer, better, more worthy of God. 
Thou may'st make some human hearts a little wiser, happier, 
more blessed, less accursed. Bethink thysel£ Thou art so 
needed in the host.' 

" This is the substance of that message which seemed to 
ring through the chambers of my soul. It was for me a 
re-awakening of my whole nature. I resumed the work I 
had given up most cowardly. I did one thing. I found 
another and another do-able. I found my work, and with 
it blessedness. I need not tell you that these previously 
all-absorbing questions dwindled into mere specks on the 
rim of my mental horizon. I do not say boastiugly but 
thankfully, that lately I have worked hard. I have endeav- 
oured fairly to test the theory, the truth of which I never 
really doubted, and I pronounce it to be ' no inane £Eituity.' 

'^ I take the liberty of sending you a book which I am 
sure you will read, although I know you have not much 
taste for biography. I do not send it merely or chiefly on 
account of the special interest it possesses for me— for alas ! 
I have never been able to read it myself, but because its 
subject was a student. It is the mental history of an ear- 
nest student that I recommend to you — one who had lived 
for a noble purpose, and reared no mean life-monument at 
an age when the generality of young men are only beginning 
to live. Pardon this eulogistic testimony to the memory of 
one whose loss I realize more and more vividly every year of 
my life." 

On Dec. 3rd she writes to the biographer : '' I have just 
recollected that it is the time appointed for my writing to 
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yoU; and I have laid aside the ' Eclipse of Faith/ to which I 
am giving a second reading, to take np my pen. I need 
scarcely tell you I am deeply interested in it, and shall 
probably read it again, as that seems to be the orthodox 
number with all my friends who have read it. 

'' My admiration of Carlyle increases, and now that I have 
read through his * Past and Present,' and some portions of 
it many times, I am really disposed to place him much 
higher than I ever thought it possible I could. I have 
resolved never again to judge an author without reading 
him. I had formed a curious opinion of Carlyle, chiefly 
from what Gilfillan says about him. He pets and abuses, 
caresses and kicks him, with a waywardness which is both 
amusing and perplexing. I have read Carlyle's Johnson, 
and much as I admire it, I am disposed to think some of 
the passages in ' Past and Present ' will take higher rank. 
You are aware it is one of his earlier works, published 
thirteen years ago. I met with little that interested me in 
the first half of the book; but 'The Modem Worker' 
stirred my soul to its very depths. I cannot convey an 
adequate impression of the effect it had upon me. I have 
always believed in something like this, I said, as these ear- 
nest thoughts in their fire-clothed utterances rang through 
my soul, I will now test this theory of work fairly. And 
80 turning to my desk I took out some unfinished manu- 
scripts long ago discarded. I selected one and finished it. 
I had proved that thing ^ do-able,' and I attempted and did 
another. Visions of other ' do-able ' things rapidly presented 
themselves, and all the subjects lately perplexing me soon 
dwindled into mere specks. Class meetings became more 
profitable when I could record purposes of higher action, 
moral conquest, and real progression, instead of telling of 
my happinew or misery. In &ct I have foimd my happi- 
ness take better care of itself than I, by any direct effort, 
could ever take of it. And all this I owe to Carlyle, whom 
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I have misjudged and feared. Still all you say of him may 
be very true. I fear, alas ! it is." 

If Miss Hessel derived great benefit from Carlyle, of 
course she did right to acknowledge it, and her biographer 
would not be justified in practising concealment. No sur- 
prise need be experienced at the fact Her powers had be- 
come so mature, and her knowledge of religious truth so 
extensive, that she was well able to sift the chaff from the 
wheat. To all persons similarly qualified he might be safely 
recommended. It is to those of strong susceptibility but 
immature judgment, or but ill-versed in the teachings of 
the New Testament, that he proves injurious. And the 
injury is often great. His '^ never-pausing stream of thought 
with its rich freight of vivid imagery" transports such 
readers. By partially exhibiting truth, and exhibiting it 
chiefly in its gloomy aspects, he gives grossly exaggerated 
and distorted impressions. His references to Revelation are 
usually in a tone of unequivocal disparagement. Discon- 
tent, therefore, misanthropy, and even scepticism are the 
natural result. 

like other men of strong idiosyncracy Carlyle has con- 
verted most of his acquaintances either into zealous pane- 
gyrists or bitter detractors. An exaggerated estimate is 
formed of him by some, by others he is greatly under-rated. 
Equity, it appears to the writer, requires a medium estimate. 
His warmest admirers cannot justly deny that his style is 
often grotesque, and on first acquaintance repulsive ; that 
many of his passages are bombastic ; that his denunciations 
of " shams," " wind-bags," " unveracities," and " inepti- 
tudes," and his exhortations to ^' be true," and '' find out 
your work and do it '' — ^the staple material of his avowed 
teaching — are the repetition only of what the Great Teacher 
spake in language suited to the common people — to whom 
Mr. Carlyle's books must ever be sealed ; — ^and that his con- 
temptuous designation of the Holy Scriptures as '^old, 
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worn-out Hebrew dothes " is as ungratefdl as it is false and 
wicked, since he owes almost every valuable sentiment be 
utters to bis early indoctrination into tbeir truths. His 
impugners must at the same time acknowledge that he is 
characterized by freshness, force, suggestiveness, vividness, 
and grandeur. It is almost impossible for a person of or- 
dinary intelligence and susceptibility to read some passages 
in his writings without admiration and wonder. His prodi- 
gality of thought and diction is often marvellous. He is 
unquestionably a power in the literary world — ^whether for 
good or evil depends on the discrimination of his reader. 

" I find I have plenty of work," she proceeds. " Never 
did I feel so much need of the divine admonition. Watch 
and pray. I ought indeed to keep my heart ' with all dili- 
gence.' I find sin in such subtle and refined forms ready 
to enter at so many avenues, that my keenest vigilance is 
sometimes baffled God is teaching me by these things my 
need of entire dependence on His grace. I am prone to 
trust to my own understanding. I do earnestly pant after 
holiness, — Qod-likeness. I could fill some sheets about 
these matters, which it would be a relief to my heart to 
unbosom." 

" I don't feel well to-day," she writes to Mrs. W on 

Dec. 9th, after having stated that she had had a very ani- 
mated discussion with a theological friend on the preceding 
evening. " I did'nt sleep at all well. I had too much food for 
thought, and my poor brain could not rest. One subject 
we discussed intensely interested me : The powerful motives 
by which angels are established in their continuous allegi- 
ance to Gk>d What must be the moral grandeur of that 
Being who holds such glorious free-agents in undeviating 
loyalty to Himself ! We both agreed that were our intel- 
lectual powers more fdlly exercised on that moral glory, and 
our souls entirely smitten with its supreme loveliness, the 
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doctrine of final perseverance would become a verity in- 
deed.'' — ^The consequences of transgression as witnessed in 
the punishment of fiEdlen angels would doubtless prove a 
new and mighty barrier to further defection. Curiosity as 
to the consequences, which probably contributed in some 
degree to the result, was divested of its power for eviL 
This barrier would be strengthened by the punishment of 
fallen man. The multiplied and enormous evils resulting 
to our race here and hereafter, are perpetually augmenting 
its strength. It may be regarded as a moral impossibility 
for creatures possessing their knowledge and experience to 
become disloyal. There is now no motive to it of adequate 
force. 

" I have much to say to you about my religious ezperi- 
enoe," she proceeds. " I never was busier, and never hap- 
pier in my life. But for some time past I have had no 
temptations as of old. How is this ? Is the answer which 
always presents itself a sufficient one, ' Time well employed 
is Satan's deadliest foe ? ' Or are my altered views minister- 
ing to a state of mind which he deems quite safe f I some- 
times ask myself these questions ; for the thing is a novelty 
in my experience." 

On the 27th she writes to her brother : " I have been 
spending nearly a week with Mr. and Mrs. W-*-— . The 
visit was very pleasant, quite refreshing to my spirit Our 
evening conversations were most interesting. I went with 

Mrs. W to visit several poor families. I wish I could 

emulate her noble and useful life. Such unconsciousness of 
self, such all-absorbing interest in her Master s work, I have 
rarely seen. It is this getting out of one's self that is so 
difficult It is cursed egotism that makes me prefer con- 
templating even my own unfitness, unworthiness, &a, rather 
than the work that is before me, imtil its grandeur and im- 
portance absorb all my thoughts. How I hate it, but still 
it cleaves to me. I verily believe there is a great deal of 
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selfishness and egotism which we call sensitiveness, refine- 
ment, and fifty other misnomers." — Her belief was probably 
well-founded. Whether she was right in attributing her 
feeling to that cause is doubtful Not wishing to appear in 
the character of advocate, however, the biographer leaves 
his readers to form their own opinion on that point. Doubt- 
less the reason why one person is absorbed in the work 
occupying attention, and another haunted and harassed with 
thoughts of self is, in many cases, attributable solely to a 
difference in the nervous system. Nervousness however 
may be extensively overcome. The spiritual in our nature 
is mysteriously endowed with a large dominion over the 
physical A vivid sense of the presence of God causes that 
of man to be held of small account. The faith that enabled 
timid Moses to enter undaunted the presence of Egypt s 
haughty monarch and demand the emancipation of his 
countrymen, will give vigour to the most timid Christians. 
By a similar faith, thousands '* out of weakness have been 
made strong.** 

Here we have a series of disclosures of her inner-selC 
They are all instructive, and some of them indicate much 
self-knowledge. She writes in her Journal on Jan. 4th 
1S56 : " In spite of my watchfulness I feel my mind prone 
to dwell too much upon itself. It is not by the contempla- 
tion of myself — ^by continual gazing into the depths of my 
own spirit — ^that I am to make true religious progress. 
What is the highest end of my being f Christ-likeness. 
How shall I attain this ? ' By looking unto Jesus.* Look- 
ing, always looking, in the sunshine and in the storm — in 
the hour of my joy and in the hour of my trial — ^looking 
until I am changed into the same image. 

'' I am still apt to measure my attainments by my enjoy- 
ments. It is a fidse test. What moral conquests have I 
achieved ? What active virtues have I carefully exercised 
and cultivated ? In what degtee is my whole nature brought 
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into subjection to the obedience of Christ ? Do I seek to 
purify myself because He is pure f The answer to these 
questions is the true gauge of my spiritual state. 

** I can settle one question satisfactorily. I aim at glorify- 
ing Qod in all things. But I often fuL I often find myself 
thinking thus : I repressed that hasty word j I checked that 
uncharitable thought ; I exhibited that moral heroism ; and 
then pride creeps in. 

'^I have learnt within the last twelve months to understand 
more fully the meaning of the words conflict and victory. 
I thank Gk)d for the need of strife. Victorious conflict ele- 
vates the noblest part of my nature. I have felt to glory 
in tribulation, to count the suffering all joy. If here I catch 
such glimpses of the value of a disciplinary process, what 
will be my gratitude when all its glorious results are en- 
joyed ? To be ' perfect through suffering ! ' Who can tell 
the blessedness of such perfection ! " 

1 3th : " This has been in many respects a happy Sabbath. 
It has been a very laborious one. I have been twice to 
school. The girls were attentive this morning, and I had 
freedom in speaking to them. They begged so earnestly 
that I would teach them again in the afternoon, that I could 
not refuse, as they had no teacher. I was able to speak 
freely and pointedly to one or two of them on the love of 
Jesus, and His claims on their love and service. The starting 
tear and the eager attitude attested their interest. I have 
felt happier in this work to-day than I have ever done before. 

*' How I have dreaded being thrust into any prominent 
position in the church ! There has been a shrinking from 
publicity there the intensity of which, those of my friends 
who know me best would hardly credit. During the week 
I have been forced into the office of secretary for a bazaar 
to be got up by May. I did not feel myself called to this, 
and strenuously opposed it. My opposition was over-ruled 
however. I had arranged some studies which I deemed 
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imperative, and some visits which will be disarranged, but 
strange to say, I now feel thankful I have accepted the 
work. I dread the thought of what my feelings would have 
been had I obstinately refused, and yet I fear I am not equal 
to the post. But I must methodize my labour. I must do 
one thing at once, and each for Gbd's glory, with a direct 
reference to Him. I must pray daily and many times a day 
for strength to perform the duties aright." 

" I am sorry you don't like my friend Thomas Carlyle," 

die writes to Miss S. R on January 23rd : " Somehow 

all his bad and nonsensical things slip away from my mem- 
ory, and I retain only the good and noble. How much I 
owe him ! Almost daily I find myself stirred up by the 
memory of some of his words of fire. In many a moment 
of apathy and desponding inaction I am roused by his start- 
ling summons : ' This day thou knowest ten commanded 
duties for one that thou doest. Do one of them ; thou 
shalt find the next, and the next, do-able.' There is an 
orthodoxy of the head and an orthodoxy of the heart. 
Formerly he was a powerful teacher of the latter. What he 
is now, alas ! I cannot say. I would he knew himself." — 
There is reason to believe Miss Hessel is here in error. A 
writer in that excellent shilling quarterly entitled "Meliora" 
informs us, in the fourth number, that Mr. Carlyle studied 
theology at the Edinbui^h University, and '^ delivered at 
least one discourse in presence of the professor and students." 
He soon relinquished the purpose of entering the ministry 
however, and at the request of the subsequently celebrated 
Edward Irving, became one of the masters of the Grammar 
School, at Eirkaldy. 

The shadow of a deeply mournful event was projected 
across Miss Hessel's path in the early part of 1856. Her 
much-loved cousin at Howden developed symptoms of a 
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rapid consumption. In reply to a communication from Mr. 

F she writes : " The intelligence respecting Mary was 

a great shock to us. I did not apprehend anything so 
alarming as her present state. I feel that to address you in 
the poor common words of courtesy would be a 'very 
mockery of your grie£' God comfort you, my Mend, for 
He alone can, in this your saddest, bitterest trial It is 
needless, and would be selfish of me to speak now of my 
own sorrow. Tou know how I love my precious cousin. 
How much deeper, more tender, and sacred our attachment 
has been of late ! But God designs to draw us closer to 
Himself by these things. If He takes our priceless gems to 
set them in His own crown, He intends that they shall attract 
our faith and love to that place, which is our truest home. 
He knew human nature well who said, * Where your trea- 
sure is, there will your heart be also.' There are moments, 
— ^I wonder if you realize them as I do, — ^when my spirit 
views this painful dispensation from such an elevated point, 
that I see it to be entirely the best for dearest Maiy — ^when 
the present ' light afflictions,' and the future ^ £Eur more ex- 
ceeding and eternal weight of glory' seem to have a light 
from the throne of God shed upon them, and I can say : 
' It is all right. What can it matter ? This little struggle 
of life will soon be over with us. God is garnering up our 
treasures in heaven to await our coming. He does not snap 
affection's chain. He is but drawing another link out of 
our sight ; burnishing and lengthening the chain whose first 
and last links centre in His throne.' O that your £uth and 
mine could sustain this elevation ! But alas ! mine too 
often droops her wing, and the sad realities of the present 
life come upon me with overwhelming force. 

" I feel thankful for the comparatively subdued tone of 
your letter. Oh ! my friend, let us strive earnestly to de- 
rive all the benefit from this bitter trial which our wise and 
loving Father designs. To be purified by suffering is one 
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of the highest privileges of the children of Qod. Not all 
the followers of Christ are caUed to fellowship with Him in 
sufifering in the same degree. The deeper our affliction, the 
closer it is designed to draw us to Him of whom it is said, 
' That in all oar affliction He is afflicted.' Let us try to 
realize these additional bonds of union to Him whose verit- 
able humanity has made Him our loving brother as well as 
our all-powerful Saviour. 

« Do not think, my dear Mend, that I lack sympathy. 
You would not if you could read my heart, and knew with 
what intensity of feeling I have prayed that the pitying 
Eedeemer would sustain you under this heavy blow. But 
I should like if possible to lead you to those heights which 
I have been struggling to reach, to look beyond that future 
which you say is ' indeed dark,' to that other future a little 
beyond, but a little, where it is all bright ; where re-united 
hearts are never severed ; where there is no sin, and conse- 
quently, no sorrow, and where affection can anticipate no 
adverse changes. 

" Our beloved Mary has lived for a noble purpose. Her 
brief life has been marked by that blessedness which is ' twice 
blessed j' and her removal may prove the seed of yet more 
abundant blessing. I cannot tell you how anxious I am to 
see her. 

To Mr. W 1 she thus eloquently writes on Feb. 14th : 

" Thanks for your letter. It came at a time when I needed 
sympathy. Since then dear Polly has rallied considerably, or 
we should now have been at Howden. Another medical 
man has been called in, who has given a shadow of a hope 
to her anxious friends. I fear it is but a shadow. But it 
is wonderful on what a slender fragment of hope the heart 
will lean in such a case. I find myself clinging to it with 
a tenacity which sometimes quite startles me, and already 
visions of returning health for our beloved one crowd my 
fancy. She is so very dear to me — dearer than ties of 
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consanguinity could make her. We had been much to- 
gether in childhood. She was left an orphan in infancy^ and 
adopted by my aunt and uncle Campbell, and was the little 
companion of my brother John in his long visits to How- 
den — ^the little Mary whom he mentions in his letters. 
These things, and her own intrinsic worth and gentle piety, 
have made her very dear to me, especially of late years. 

'' It seems selfish to mourn the early departure of those 
whom the Great Father has been making meet to dwell in 
His presence, and I have been trying to realize the thou^^t 
lately that He burnishes our jewels, and sets them in His 
crown, that our thoughts and affections may more frequently 
and continuously rise to Him. If heaven is continually 
attracting to itself the beautiful and the good, is it not that 
our hearts, whose treasures they were, should be allured 
heaven- ward, as well as that they should be safely garnered 
where the spoiler enters not ? 

" Thanks for your little scrap of mental autobiography. 
The h.istory of mind is very interesting to me. I pondered 
over it long and somewhat sadly. It suggested thoughts of 
poor John Sterling which I cannot now embody in lan- 
guage. Seriously I do think that the gift of mind — ^your 
class of mind I mean — ^is a fearful and perilous thing. I 
know a little of those labyrinths of darkness which you 
describe. Precisely the same subjects may not have occu- 
pied me, but I think similar ones have. I have a vivid 
reminiscence of pacing the long garden walks of my old 
childhood's home in the cold mooidight, revolving questions 
from whose fearful magnitude a girl of sixteen might well 
have shrank. I remember sitting down on the ground, and, 
clasping my hands, uttering in a voice, the deep passionate 
earnestness of which startled me : 'I would gladly die 
this moment to solve that problem.' In later years I have 
repeated again and again these incidents of my mental 
history, but the racking thought has terminated in some- 



18d6] AN EXULTING SOLILOQUY. 233 

thing better than a cold, chilling sense of my own impotence 
and ignorance. It has generally ended in a feeling of exult- 
ation of which this is the expression : Be still my sonl ! 
Fold thy flattering, wearied wing, which has beat too long 
the bars of thy prison-house ! Be patient ! Know*st thoii 
not that the breath of Omnipotence which made thee a 
living soul, made thee also immortal ? Of this thy lofty 
birth-right, no man, nor fiend, nor high angel, can rob thee. 
Thou art a denizen of the universe, and belongest to Gkxl's 
eternity. Progression in knowledge is as much thy birth- 
right as immortality. And when this little term of infant- 
hood has expired, and thou art unwrapt from the swaddling- 
bands of thy fallen nature, and received into the commu- 
mon of spirits made perfect, thou shalt read off the grand 
hieroglyphics of nature and revelation over which thou 
hast pondered so long and fruitlessly hera The highest 
intelligences of the universe shall give tribute to thy mental 
stores. Thou shalt press nearer and nearer through eter- 
nity to the steps of His throne from which all knowledge 
flows, and shalt drink from the fountain of all wisdom such 
draughts as thy infant capabilities could not now receive. 
Mourn not thy impotence. Bather rejoice in the grandeur 
of thy destiny. Thy manhood shall dawn to-morrow, and 
its powers shall be developing, expanding, and filling for 
ever. Be patient a little while, thou hast a noble heritage. 
''I know not whether you could thus calm the fevered 
throbbings of your soul when all its powers have been 
wrought up to the highest possible tension, and there has 
been that fearful recoil which leaves such a restless, wild, 
helpless yearning for a resting-pla<2e for the sole of your 
foot ; when, like Noah's dove, you have found none amid 
all the dreary waste of surging waters across which your 
mental pinions have failed to bear you. Let us thank Qod 
in such an hour of soul-darkness for that one ark of safety 
— ^for that ' life and immortality brought to light through 
Q 
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the Gospel' Is it not sweet to anchor there ? To find one 
immovable rock beneath your feet when you have proved 
so much to be shifting sand 9 

'' I heartily endorse the closing sentiment of your para- 
graph on this subject. Ah ! Faith walks free and unre- 
proved in lofty temples, through whose portals Beason 
cannot enter. With what eagerness we set out in search of 
truth — ^newer crusaders for the Holy Land ! But alas 1 we 
often take forbidden paths, and then a cold, dreary night 
closes around us, and — 

' We find we are alone upon the sands, 
Far fi'om all human aids and sympathies ; 
While the black tide comes roaring up the waste.' 

" Once more the sad, sorrowful vision of John Sterling's 
death-bed rises before me. ^Hitherto but no further' is 
inscribed on many a gateway at which reason knocks. But 
faith and love meet no such barriers. ^ Works of faith and 
labours of love ! * Truly you have the right key, the only 
true remedy for that noble ' disease ' of which you speak. 
Use it with an unsparing hand as He did who went about 
doing good, and who, though He might have revelled in the 
retrospection of that glory which He had left, and fed His 
mind on the grand truths whose fragmentary glimpses 
sometimes awaken and absorb our souls, yet was oftenest 
found by the shores of Galilee's lake and in the cottage at 
Bethany, teaching to the common people the simple gospel 
of their salvation. May that fature which lies before you 
be calm and bright with the radiance of humble faith, holy 
love, and good works ! . It will be a peacefdl calm indeed 
after such a storm. 

'' But it is approaching the ' witching hour of night,' and 
my brain has been muddy ever since I began writing. I 
have such a press of engagements now that I have to steal 
time for writing. 
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\ It is rather refreshing to hear of * fidsehood running 
mad.' She so often walks with trim decorous mien on that 
debatable ground which lies between her own territories 
and those of truth, and flits about on the border-land of 
both, that one is puzzled what to make of the witch — at 
one time a most saint-like personage ; at another, a very 
faiiy with all sorts of elfln tricks. 

" I heard Mr. last Sunday evening. I shall eschew 

his presence in future if I know it. I could'nt help fancy- 
ing him a red-hot geologist, and myself some rare specimen 
which he was compelled to contemplate at a respectful 
distance, but of which he was quite longing to make a 
closer inspection." 

Various causes had delayed her visit to Howden. On 
the 21st of February however, she reached the bed-side of 

the dying relative. On the 27th she wrote to Miss N : 

'' Dear Polly has been telling me this afternoon that she is 
quite willing to die. She leaves herself in God's hands and 
knows it will be all right * Nobody could have a stronger 
desire to live than I had,' she said, ' when I first began to 
be poorly. Oh ! how I prayed that God would spare my 
life ! I did this for hours in that little bedroom at your 
house ; and when I walked out in the lanes I used to be 
praying earnestly that God would be pleased to spare me to 
those I loved, and who loved me so dearly.' I had some 
difficulty in keeping down my feelings. The picture of 
such a young, fair creature pleading earnestly with a loving 
Father for the continuance of a gift which in wisdom and 
love he saw fit to resume, almost overpowered me." * 

On March 12th she reports to Miss B. G : " Our 

beloved invalid still lingers. She is worn almost to a skele- 
ton. She has entirely lost her voice." On the 17th the 
youthful sufierer was released. A few days after the sad 

event Miss Hessel writes to Mrs. W : "On Sunday week, 

the day before her death, my beloved cousin, though very 
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weak, seemed somewhat better. She was dressed and laid 
on the bed to receive the Iic»d*s' supper with a few friendsw 
She looked very lovely, and was calm and unmoved while 
every one around her was bathed in tears. Mr. Blchards' 
voice faltered as he referred to her who would drink no 
more of that cup until she drank it new in her Father's 
kingdom, with that loving Saviour in remembrance of whose 
passion we then partook of it. But dear Mary had done 
with tears. That night we undressed her for the last time. 
Just before doing so she requested to see two gentlemen 
who had called to inquire after her. She spoke to both 
about religion, got them to promise to read their Bibles 
every day, and to become Sunday-school teachers. The fol- 
lowing day, about two o'clock, she began to experience dif- 
ficulty in breathing. At a quarter past seven the gentle 
sufferer was at rest on the bosom of her Qod. Poor Mr. 
F — - ! I leave you to imagine the wreck and desolation 
of a heart which had poured all its treasures on the £ur, 
silent sleeper over whom he bent in that strong agony 
which cfuinot be controlled. 

" On Friday we followed the dear remains to their last 
resting place. The streets were lined with crowds of peojde. 
The Sunday-school girls followed dressed in white, and 
never perhaps was one so gentle and retiring so universally 
and deeply mourned. 

" My health has suffered of late. I am the confidante of 
sorrows which I have no power to alleviate. I have wan- 
dered this afternoon to dear Mary's resting place, and how 
I have envied her peaceful, happy lot. Why was not I 
taken instead 1 In the wild agony of my sorrow, when I 
heard from her how she had prayed long and agonizingly 
that her life might be spared, I came to the mercy-seat and 
offered that my life might ransom hers. But it could not 
be. The prayer was rejected. 

^' I have taken fredi dedication vows upon myself^ As I 
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knelt by her coffin I offered myself once more to God, to do 
with me what he saw fit, — to teach me how to live, that like 
her I might know how to die." 

In three or four days after, her stricken heart pours forth 
its emotions to her sister-in-law : " My mind I fear is too 
apt to dwell on the gloomy side of things. I feel that a 
dark shadow has fallen upon my path. All bright and 
lovely things now seem to me fading and liable to decay 
beyond what they ever did before. The sense.of my loss deep - 
ens almost daily. I think I never before realized the mean- 
ing of the words ^ I have lost a friend.' Mary had been 
for some time past increasingly dear to us all. Her purely 
unselfish nature had won all hearts. Barely has Christian 
character been so sweetly and rapidly developed. She is 
enshrined in my memory as the fedrest incarnation of a gen- 
tle, loving, high-minded woman I have ever known." 

Miss Hessel's health received a blow on this occasion 
fiN>m which it never fiiUy rallied. Her bye-gone apprehen- 
sions of a premature grave were naturally re-awakened. She 
had a premonition at Maiy's grave, she subsequently states, 
that she should soon follow her. 

After remaining a few more days at Howden, she wisely 
proceeded to spend a brief period with her friend at Leeds. 
On reaching that town she found herself amid scenes utterly 
out of harmony with her state of heart. It was the day of 
public rejoicing for the capture of SebastopoL " I had 
upon the whole a pleasant journey," she writes to Mr. 

F . " I felt sad, and especially so when I got to Leeds, 

and found myself amongst the rushing crowds of people, 
and beheld the hundreds of gay flags streaming from every 
tower and from all the shops in Briggate. A gay sight 
indeed it was ; but I walked amid it all with a deep, deep 
shadow on my heart 

'^ And what cared all these people for your sorrow and 
mine 1 The one great event around which all our thoughts 
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centre, and which possesses for us such sad importance, was 
unknown and unheeded here. One feels one's own insignifi- 
cance amid such scenes. But I must not write in this 
strain. I was forgetting that I ought to cheer you, who 
have so much more need of comfort than even myself 

" I wonder how you are getting on. My heart will ever 
and anon turn to the scenes of the past fortnight, and to 
that dear hallowed mound in the churchyard where I knelt 
last night, and under the shadow of the solemn stars, with 
my hand on that precious grave renewed my dedication 
vows, and prayed that the gentle spirit of the departed 
might fall on me — that I might strive earnestly to emulate 
her patient, loving, and yet active piety." 

On April 2nd she writes to the biographer from Leeds : 
** I have not been at all well lately. This lovely weather 
and this charming spot however seem to bring life and 
health to me, and I hope soon to be welL My spirits are 
not good. A deep shadow is on my heart, and I feel an in- 
difference to all things around me which I cannot shake oC 
Even the arrangements I am now making for my visit to 
you seem unreal You will not, I am sure, think me wanting 
in regard for yourself and dear Mrs. P. when I say that 
much of the enjoyment with which I looked forward to my 
visit has been lost in that ' valley of the shadow of death ' 
in which I have lately been walking with that beloved one' 
who has passed through it. I ought not to mourn, because 
for her there is no more cause for sorrow. The faded flower 
is blossoming anew in the paradise of Gk)d. Her beautiful 
life was crowned by a gentle, beautiful death. 

" Present my love and best thanks to Mrs. P. for her kind 
arrangements for my visit. Tell her I shall eiqpect to glide 
into your circle without creating any disturbance in your 
regular plans ; that I shall be amenable to all your household 
regulations, and expect to help her, and ^be treated as one 
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of the £unily/ as the goTeraess advertisements say. I am 
rather a&aid she does not quite understand me. Pray assure 
her that I am a very domestic homely sort of body, really 
wishful to make myself generally useful." — This was simple 
truth) however much it may wear the garb of affectation. 

"I had such a delightful letter from Mrs. this 

morning," she writes to Miss B. O . " She seems to 

have thrown all her morbid sentiment to the winds, and to 
look upon life now as a precious gift to be improved. . She 
has at last found the true solution to the problem of human 
happiness — ^worL She says she has begun collecting for 
the Bible Society, and in a very short time has got sub- 
scriptions for and sold seventy Bibles and Testaments. The 
people are astonished at her success. This work has opened 
the way for other spheres of usefulness among the poor, 
and to this she has had to devote several hours of two or 
three days in the week. The whole tone of her letter is as 
refreshing as ja spring breeza" — Let all to whom life is a 
dull monotony re-peruse this passage, and ponder it well. 
Those whom sickness or decrepitude may prevent from going 
to do likewise, will find that inquiiy into the wants and 
woes of human kind, and effort to stimulate others to alle- 
viate them, will give brightness to many dull hours. 

'' What are we sent on earth for ? Say, to toil ; 
Nor seek to leave the tending of thy vines 
For all the heat of day till it declines, 
And death's mild curfew shall from work assoiL" 

On April 5th she writes to Mr. F : " Thank you for 

your beautiful letter. Your sorrow is a sacred thing in my 
eyes, — never fear to confide it to me. I sympathize with 
all its phases, except indeed in that feeling that possibly 
now. her holy, glorified spirit may look with wonder on its 
earthly love, and deem it unworthy. No! whatever of 
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worth she loved in yon here, she loves for ever ; loves with, 
a nobler love than that of eartL I cannot but think that 
even now some fond emotion will be stirred at the memozj 
of that human passion which straggled after, and aspired 
in its unfoldings to, the divine. Surely we dream of heaven 
too much as a metamorphosis of our whole nature ! My own 
mind has been somewhat saddened it is true in the vain 
e£fort to realize the mode of her present being, her employ- 
ments, the nature of her intercourse with the highest in- 
telligences of the universe. Let the thought comfort us that 
whatever changes we experience, her love cannot change." 

A sentiment uttered by her cousin, and worthy of being 
deeply pondered by the gay and busy, is communicated to 
Mrs. W— on May 8th : " I often think of dear Polly's 
remark, made in her earnest whisper, with that espression 
in her eye which gave such force to her utterances : ' I 
never could have believed that life, and all it contains, would 
Jhave assumed the aspect to my mind it has done, since I 
have been laid aside in a side room.' Ought we not to 
gird on our armour a&esh, and faint not in the strife, seeing 
we have but the day wherein to work, and that day so brief 
and uncertwi ? " 

Her spirits happily now began to recover something of 

their former tone. On the 13th she writes to Mrs. P 

after having stated her proposed arrangements for her visit : 
'*With you I think that put-off visits, like put-off wed- 
dings, are veiy dubious things. My present purpose, how- 
ever, is to cheat the goddess who presides over such matters, 
and present myself at Congleton Station for your i^irther 
disposal next Tuesday evening, unless your domestic divin- 
ity, or some other untoward event forbid. "^On that day 
our habitation received such an accession to its hearth-joys 
as a visitor has rarely furnished. 

Through the kindness of Mr. F , whom business 

called to Manchester, she had a peep into life, on her way to 
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Congletoni nnder a phase entirely new. Instraction was 
derived as well as curiosity gratified. She wrote to him 
next day : ^' I have enjoyed what I saw in Manchester yes- 
terday more to-day than I did at the time perhaps. Various 
reflections have been su^;ested by the remembrance, whidi 
I value. I saw some phases of life which were quite new 
to me, and you would smile perhaps were I to mention 
them. They related to strangers. But I read another page 
of your character as you walked with your memorandum 
book dotting down that, and crossing out the other, and 
tossing over your quick-made purchases. What compound 
beings we are ! What a contrast often between our outward 
and inner life ! Well, a day in Manchester warehouses is a 
very edifying thing in its way, and I thank you for the 
lessons su^ested. They may have their uses some day." 

Of Congleton, after a brief inspection, she says : ^* The 
surrounding scenery is beautifiiL The town clean and 
rather pretty. The suburbs especially so, for it abounds in 
villas and large qtdet-looldng houses embowered with trees. 
Vegetation is considerably more advanced here than in our 
more northern latitude. 

** In my walk with Mrs. P I had a long talk about 

Mary. How invariably anything beautiful in nature sug- 
gests to me thoughts of her, and often, alas ! these thoughts 
are associated with her living presence, and the fact that 
she is no more is for the time entirely forgotten. Then the 
truth flashes upon me with startling freshness. Do you 
ever feel this ? Perhaps not ; for to you the consciousness 
of her loss must be more constantly present 

" I feel impressed to-day with a sense of the insignificance 
of all the appendages of life as compared mth its one great 
object — ^spending it for Ood's glory and the benefit of our 
fellow-beings. Dr. Eitto — an epitome of whose life I have 
to-day been reading — has left this impression on my mind. 
What anoble workhe pursued under peculiAr disadvantages !" 
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" I read a review of Dr. Eitto's life in * The Eclectic/ yes- 
terday," she writes to Miss S. R on the 22nd. " What 

a tale of thrilling interest it must be ! A workhouse lad — 
totally deaf, and of course with imperfect speech, disap- 
pointed or rather betrayed in a most passionate attachment, 
by a faithless lady, and finally married to a gem of a woman, 
who was thrown upon his sympathy and kindness when 
suffering &om the bereavement of her affianced husband. 
Her path seems to have been a difficult and blessed one. 
She was never absent from his side for ten hours together 
during all their wedded life. Yet she ransacked libraries 
for him, and laboured to advance his works with aU her 
might Of their union she beautifully says, ' I prayed that 
Qod who had chosen my difficult path woidd enable me 
rightly to walk in it' " 

Who of us, holding opinions to which we attach im- 
portance, may not ponder beneficially the sentiment she 

transmite to Mr. W 1 on May 26th ; " In my earnest 

condemnation of bigotry I have sometimes felt myself in- 
dulging in uncharitableness of spirit. The veiy same bitter- 
ness may mark my condemnation of bigotiy which marks 
the bigot I condemn. I say not this, believe me, with any 
reference to your letter. I speak only of mysel£ I have 
deeply felt since I came here how far I have erred in this 
respect." 

Though written some years previously, the following was 
furnished to the public during this spring. 

THE LEPER. 

" Woe, woe is me 1 fitr from the abodes of men, 
And far from spot by human footsteps trod. 

And £Eir from all that^s reached by human ken. 
From kindred, home, all but the curse of God, 

I flee ; a leper — shunn'd, abhorr'd, and scom'd, 

A thing forgotten, or but lightly moum'd. 
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^ I thirst — ^I bum, no hand may give me drink. 
Nor with the cooling waters lave my brow ; 

An outcast vile, from those — ^irom all — I shrink. 

Whose voice might soothe, whose hand relief bestow. 

In the low depths of my own black despair 

My cry of misery doth but echo there. 

" The past comes o'er me like a troubled dream, 

And memory to my torture lends her aid ; 
That past, nor sighs, nor tears can e'er redeem, 

Or cause it from my aching heart to fade. 
One vision haunts and fires my madden'd brain. 
The wife — ^the babes I ne'er may see again. 

" One voice is with me now t Her gentle tone, 

And beaming eye, and smile, whose sweetness spoke 
Of woman's earnest, trusting love, alone— 
So pure, so fervent, so intense — it woke 
My soul to gladness, made me deem that joy 
So rich, was mine for aye, without alloy. 

** Hark ! — 'tis a footstep. Who approaches near 
To one who all companionship must flee ! 
Haste, stranger, from the nnclftan ! Come thou not here ! 
The air a leper bieatheB is cmsed to thee. 

It is the scoff 'd^ revil'd, — ^the Nazarene 1 

Lord, if thou wilt, thou can'st bid me be clean ! " 

Low at the Saviour's feet the outcast knelt. 
His eye in tenderest pity viewed him there : 

'Twas such He came to save. The scom'd one felt 
Through his whole frame the answer to his prayer. 

He saw the Saviour look with love serene. 

And heard with joy, " I will that thou be dean ! " 



j4 
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CHAPTER X. 

Her viewB on a vital GhriBtian doctrine temporarily unsettled — ^The 
benefit to be secored from the little things of daily life — Christian 
liberty — ^The triple nobility of nature, culture, and faith — Iibport- 
ance of an habitual recognition of God — John Sterling — Her 
brother's decirion to embark for Australia~>61impse8 of the grand 
posdbilities of our being— Departure of her brother — ^The duty of 
cultivating a thankful spirit — ^The privileges supplied by trials — 
Emerson's English Traits — ^The Jehovah-Angel — ^American writers 
of fiction — Scanty aids for self-improvement. 

They who would e^joy the sweets of repose must first 
experience the bitterness of toil. This is as true of the 
mind as the body. Miss Hessel's views had become unset- 
tled on a doctrine she felt to be of vital importance ; and 
she was now therefore experiencing great solicitude. In a 
letter to Mr. W t, she says : " I have had a floating 
intention for some time past of asking you for an elucidation 
of some points in a grand doctrine of Christianity which 
has somewhat perplexed me. I have been so fearful of 
being misunderstood if I asked any of my orthodox Mends 
how they would meet such and sudi objections, that I have 
let my troubled thoughts heave and surge on while the mists 
gathered more thickly. Yesterday, in a conversation with 

Mr. P , the subject was drawn out of me. He answered 

my questions without expressing the slightest surprise, fur- 
nished me with his strongest arguments, and though he 
seemed instinctively to understand how fiir I had gone, 
uttered no word of reproach, but said cordially, ^ I am glad 
to find you inquiring into this subject, I have no doubt of 
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the issue. We will talk about this another day, and you 
shall read Wardlaw*s Discourses on the Socinian Contro- 
yersy/ Such a feeling of restfulness came over me ! I 
dare say you can well understand it. My spirit seemed to 
fold her weaiy pinions ; and I said to myself, ' I am finding 
firm footing here. My feet are yet trembling on the rock, 
but they will stand fast by and bye. I feel like the sailor 
so long accustomed to the rolling motion of his vessel that 
at first he staggers and reels on solid ground. You will 
guess where I have been wandering, and may-be wonder, 
but you will not harshly condemn ; and therefore I do not 
fear to tell you some day what a sceptic I have been." 

This was the effect of reading Dr. Channing ; and, unless 
she had previously given the subject a thorough investiga- 
tion, the effect to be expected. Is she then to be accused 
of a presumptuous approach to danger ? Another question 
will help us to determine this. Is it advisable to accept as 
true, without examination, whatever our teachers propound 1 
If those not grounded and settled in the £uth are liable to 
be carried about with every wind of doctrine ; if an intelli- 
gent belief can result only firom examination j if truths can 
be propagated, in intelligent society, only by those who in- 
telligently believe them, then the writer cannot pass sen- 
tence of condemnation. And is it not to famish scope for 
mental invigoration, and stimulus to it, as well as to supply 
a moral test, that all truth is not made so luminous as to be 
indisputable? Our personal interests — ^self-preservation, 
self-satisfaction, and self-improvement — and the interests of 
our fellow-men, render inquiry imperative. Let humility, 
teachableness, earnest desire for truth, and fervent prayer 
to the Father of lights, characterize the inquirer, and hope 
may bamsh fear as to the issue. The Apostle Paul com- 
mended the Bereans, not for implicitly accepting his decla* 
rations, but for searching the Scriptures daily to know 
whether those things were so. Had all inquirers been 
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kindly and judiciously treated, there would have been far 
fewer sceptics. Does not a measure of responsibility for 
such a result attach to those who might have prevented it ? 
It is grievously wrong, and exceedingly perUous to frown 
upon those in search of satisfaction to an unsettled mind. 

Fortunately we have her own subsequent and matured 
views as to the wisdom of having subjected herself to this 
process. In a letter to a friend whose mind had been un- 
settled by Foster's observations on the duration of future 
punishment, she says : '^ I do not see that a ^ suggested 
doubt * should have made you regret having read Foster on 
this point. The exercise of thinking out, and settling the 
question for yourself, might be of inmiense advantage to 
you. I went through a far more perilous process which 
ended only a few months ago. It was on the subject of 
Christ's divinity ; and was occasioned by Dr. Channing. 
He is not considered the most powerful advocate of Socini- 
anism, but I believe he is the most captivating one. He ex- 
hibits such an almost angelic goodness, and breathes such a 
spirit of Christ-like love for even his theological opponents, 
that I confess I think his theological writings highly dan- 
gerous for almost any class of youthful mind. Still, I have 
not bought too dearly the precious feeling of security which 
I now have in that doctrine. I never knew, until I 
searched, how the doctrine shines out from the pages of 
prophecy, as well as &om the New Testament. I little 
imagined what mighty reasons there were that the world's 
atonement could be none other than the Son of God — the 
equal of the Father — ^untU I read some of the productions 
of profound and comprehensive minds on this subject." 

To Mrs. R s, in a letter bearing no date, but which 

was evidently written about the time she was emerging from 
these struggles, she says : '* It is a terrible thing tho]|gh, 
this battling amid the darkness of finite ignorance with 
questions concerning the Infinite and Eternal. How it 



1S56] MBS. BBOWNINQ. 247 

shocks me to hear such questions summarily and dogmati- 
cally disposed of in the pulpit, as I sometimes do, by men 
who have not the faintest conception of their awful grandeur i 
I have heard it said that the Hindoo mind, with its keen, 
metaphysical subtlety, almost invariably stumbles at this 
doctrine of a Trinity when it embraces Christianity. Can't 
you £%ncy St. Paul, with his penetrating mental eye, trying 
to bring this subject within the range of his vision, and 
when reason failed, faith triumphantly uttered the ezclamar 
tion : ' Without controversy, great is the mystery of godli- 
ness : Qod was manifest in the flesh, justified in the Spirit, 
seen of angels, . . received up into glory ? * 

" I respond most cordiaUy to your expressions of hope 
that we may benefit each other by a correspondence. I 
value highly those ^ little fragments of the soul,' as John 
Sterling calls letters, with which my friends favour me ; 
and I enjoy greatly the dumb, inarticulate pouring out of 
my own soul to those whose sympathies and pursuits are in 
unison with my own. 

"Have you read 'The Cry of the Human' by Mrs. 
Browning 1 I wonder it is not more popular. It is such a 
stirring song, Carlyle might have written some of the ex- 
pressions, they are so forceful. Think of standing by the 
still form of a loved one and seeing 

'A light on dearest brows 
Which is the day-light only.' " 

To her brother, on the 9th of July, she writes : " You 
wish to know something of my visit to Congleton. It 
would take a day to tell all that interested and gratified 
me. I had some rich intellectual treats in conversation 

with Mr. and Mrs. P , was treated with every possible 

kindness by everybody — had long talks about dear John — 
heard him described in some of the most interesting scenes 
of his private life — read all his letters, and as much of his 
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journal as I liad time for, and became acquainted 'with the 
secret springs of action, the passions that moved him, and 
a thousand things about how he lived and loved and suffer- 
ed, toiled and won mental and moral trophies of victory, — 
and in fact realized him as I had never done before. Poor 
John ! what a noble heart he had ! How it was disciplined 
and tried in its tenderest feelings ! Truly of him it might 
be said, that 

* Not for nought 
Had Borrow, saffering, love, and thought, 
Their long still work of preparation wrought.' ** 

• 

In four or five weeks after her return to Boston Spa, she 
utters noble sentiments in well-chosen words, in a letter to 

Mrs. P on July 15th : " I seize the first opportunity of 

writing to you since the receipt of your unexpected and 
very welcome letter. We have been rather gay lately in 
the way of visiting and having company. Our party is 
now dispersing, so that in a day or two we expect to be 
quite alone, for the first time since I came from Congleton. 
We have had a very pleasant time of it. I had just been 
thinking of what it ought to yield. If, like a wandering 
bee, I have been sipping sweets from many a &ir and sun- 
lit flower, I ought, like that bee, to return laden with spoils, 
and in the quiet seclusion of my hive to make it into honey 
— ^to turn, by reflection, the raw material hastUy gathered 
and stored by way-side paths into something useful and 
noble. It seems to me the nicest point in the art of living 
well to be able to do this constantly — an alchymy worth ten 
thousand times more than that of the old philosophers. The 
longer I live the more am I impressed with the hidden 
value of these little things which make up the sum of daily 
life — their adaptation to aid in that process of self-educa- 
tion, mental, moral, and religious, which we ought to be 
conducting. How great our perversity must be, since we so 
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often not only foil to perceive their value and neglect the 
light use of them, but actually turn them to purposes of 
self-degradation ! 

'^ Sometimes I get a glance into these things as arranged 
by the wisdom and*love of the great Parent, which startles 
me. I wonder at my own habitual blindness, and turn 
wonderingly to mark my feUow-pilgrims through the wil- 
derness of life — my school-fellows in the common seminary 
— ^to discover whether they see and appreciate more fully 
the perfection of that disciplinary economy under which we 
are placed. This subject has been suggested to me by the 
variety in my employments, mental and manual, of late. It 
has acquired a deeper interest firom the fact that what is 
termed by some of my very sober friends ' mere amuse- 
ment,' has entered more largely than usual into the list of 
my occupations. I am for from thinMng that these amuse- 
ments ought to occupy a large portion of time. Like every 
thing else engaging our attention, they ought to be made 
subservient to our advancement and God's glory. 

" It seems to me that there is a great want among us of 
a recognition of God in every thing, especially in our inno- 
cent rational enjoyments. Surely the great loving heart of 
the Universal Parent, whose goodness is seen in the enjoy- 
ments of the minutest forms of animal life, looks with com- 
placency upon all the forms of sinless enjoyment of which 
His intelligent creatures partake. That He is indifferent to 
the lightest matter which ministers to their happiness is a 
supposition derogatory to His glory. Why, when my heart 
swells high with the happiness of genial social intercourse, 
cannot I look up to Him with the loving glance of a child 
sure of a responsive smile of parental sympathy ? I think 
it should be so. I often fear my religion is too much a 
formal thing, put on for hours of devotion, or for the solemn 
duties of life. As if my Father — the God of Love — the 
fountain of all happiness — was a being of stern and awful 
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presence^ at the remembrance of whom a budding smile 
should vanish, and the laughter of childhood be hushed ! 
I have visions of a liberty in which I ought to walk — a glad 
purity of heart whose moral alchymy would render pure 
everything it touched." 

"Soul ! fearfol is thy power, which thus tTansfonns 
All things into thy likeness ; heaves in storms 
The strong, proud sea, or lays it down to rest, 
Like the hashed in&nt on its mother's breast ; 
Which gives each outward circumstanoe its hue, 
And shapes the acts and thoughts of men anew, 
1^ they, in turn, or love or hate impart, 
Ab love or hate holds rule within the heart." 

On July 19th she writes in her journal : "The religion 
of the Bible is adapted to meet all the wants of man. It 
is designed to elevate his entire nature in its threefold unity. 
That nature, as a whole, is the subject of redemption, and 
the gospel exhibits its value and dignity. It not only points 
out the supreme value of the soul, but teaches that our body, 
over which death and corruption have a delegated and tem- 
porary power, is the temple of the Holy Ghost. All its 
teachings bear upon man's elevation, physically, intellectu- 
ally, and morally. To restore man to the likeness of God 
is the glorious mission of Christ's religion. How very par- 
tially this beneficent design seems to be apprehended by the 
great mass of Christians!" 

Long as the next record is, probably no reader would 
wish it shorter. Earnestly is it to be wished that every 
religious professor in the land would read it. 22nd " Met 
with the following passage in my brother's extract book : 
' Here and there is found one who admits the religion of 
heaven in its own manner, and imbibes its sublimity and 
beauty without detriment, and glorifies God, the giver of 
all, by displaying the triple nobility of nature, culture, and 
faith.' Pity that it should be only ^here and there one' 
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who thus glorifies God ! Surely the great Father who, by 
the mouth of Jesus Christ, has bid His children 'be per- 
fect ' even as He is perfect, looks with approbation on the 
spirit panting for and striving after universal excellence. 
The more I think on religion and on man, the more forcibly 
am I impressed with the infinitude of wisdom and love from 
which the gospel emanated. Its great principles are eternal 
and unchangeable, but what a wonderful adaptation there is 
in them for all nations and all ages ! Man has never yet 
exhibited the full gloiy of Christianity ; but the day is has- 
tening to its dawn when, not 'here and there one,' but 
masses of men shall glorify the great author of Christianity 
by exhibiting the 'triple nobility of nature, culture, and 
faith.' 

" Ought I not to aim at this ? Is not the religion I have 
embraced designed to elevate my whole nature ? Does it 
not appeal to my noblest instincts? If my body is the 
temple of the Holy Ghost, if that, too, was included in the 
price of Redemption, and Christianity demands of me an 
habitual recognition of that fact, surely my mind, which 
even amid the ruins of the fall exhibits traces of its divine 
origin, is included in the provisions of Christianity ! 

" I find myself therefore, in my three-fold nature, a pupil 
in the school of Christianity. The first blessing which 
religion conferred upon me was a renewed nature — a heart 
right towards God. It did not engraft upon me any new 
faculty, it simply turned my feet into the right path, can- 
celled my past transgressions, and gave my moral nature a 
right bias. These were its initiatory steps. Its provisions 
extend far, far beyond this. It has taken me in my triple 
nature to train and educate. It speaks to me of growth, 
progression, and Christ-likeness, as the highest end of my 
being. The great principles which Christ laid down, and 
which His own life illustrated, are to govern me. My in- 
tellectual faculties, sanctified by religion, are to be freely 
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exercised on the great tniths of Christiaiiity. With the 
freedom but the reverence of a child, I may trace ont the 
wisdom, power, and love of my Father in redemption, in 
His moral government of the. world, and in the wonders of 
His creating power. I am invited to investigate these, for 
I have a personal interest in them of which an angel cannot 
boast In studying them I enlarge my conceptions of God. 

" The incidents of my dally life are arranged by that 
same wisdom and love for the purpose of my moral training. 
They are the means best adapted for securing this. It is 
strange that they are regarded by many of the children of 
Qod as hindrances to piety. There lingers in many minds 
that remnant of Popish corruption which a wicked priest- 
hood has nurtured for purposes of worldly emolument, that 
Qod is best worshipped in long and frequent acts of devo- 
tion, ecstacies of feding, and the cultivation of the emotions.' 
All these are right and proper in their place, but they are a 
very small portion of the means of true religious growtL 
' When one is growing in religion,' says an able waiter, ^ he 
converts the common pursuits of life into means of piety. 
The spiritual temper gives its own colour to all objects, and 
influences every choice of the mind. The soul becomes im- 
pregnated with love, and sees and pursues all things under 
its influence.* 

" The employments and pursuits of daily life are to us 
just what we make them. We stamp their value to us by 
the spirit we bring to them. They are designed as educa- 
tional appliances by our great Teacher, and if we fail to 
recognize and improve them as such, we rob ourselves of an 
incalculable good, and God of a portion of His glory. 

*' If I am true to God and my own nature, I must aim at 
the highest cultivation of that nature. I must seek to 
glorify Him by a steady consistent growth in all excellence, 
by a harmonious development of all the graces of His 
Spirit." 
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"That patiently 
My part appointed in Thy thought fulfilling^ 

Day-builded life may be. 
Both temple and home and rest, 

Each finished wondrously." 

On July 26tli she writes to Mr. W 1 : " I was grati- 
fied by your description of our modem Babylon. Thoughts 
such, as you so eloquently express have frequently crowded 
upon me as I have been hurried along with the great tide 
of humanity surging in its mighty heart. London is the 
place to divest us of our self-importance ; one feels such 
a speck on the vast ocean of humanity. The circum- 
stances attending my occasional visits to it have given a 
complexion to the last few years of my life. It has been my 
lot to meet with minds of a rare and curious calibre there, 
and these have furnished matter of interest far higher and 
more enduring than the endlessly varied and wondrous 
haunts of amusement for which London is famed." 



Her journal receives another contribution on August 3rd : 
" There is a power of controlling thought which I greatly 
lack. This causes many failures in the realization of that 
excellence at which I aim. Let me feed my mind with such 
thoughts only as are pure, noble, and useful. My imagina- 
tion needs a check. It occupies soil in which plants of 
more solid worth should grow. 

''How important is the admonition of the Apostle, 
* Watch ! ' In an emergency, when some difficulty or trial 
suddenly presents itself, I am apt to feel a momentary ina- 
bility to meet it. This is because I forget God. I have 
spoken of anticipated trial and my capability for grappling 
with it, as if I had to meet it in my unaided strength. 
What blindness to my privileges ! What dishonour to my 
loving Father, upon whose strength it is my highest glory 
to lean, and who has purposely ordered these things for 
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the quickening and expansion of my powers ! Great diffi- 
culties are inseparable from lofty achievements in the moral 
as well as the physical world. Strength is bom of trial. 
Let me live in the habitual recollection of that declaration 
of the illustrious Apostle, ' I can do all things through 
Christ which strengtheneth me.* " 

On the 4th she writes to a friend : " I can scarcely tell you 
what I am reading ; nothing properly, but snatches of eveiy- 
thing, just to keep me from mental starvation. But this is 
not the way for me to live. I have learnt that 

'All knowledge is not nourishment, 
The mind may pine upon its food.' 

I sat up an hour later last night to write to you. I thought 
I was taking time by the forelock. But old father Time 
guards that same forelock with most provoking vigilance. 
I awoke an hour later than usual for it this morning, and 
beheld the old man with his care-worn £Eice relaxed into a 
smile of derision. 

" There is a very beautiful poem in the Methodist Maga- 
zine for this month, called ' First Sabbath Days,' God's first 
Sabbath and Christ's, the inaugural Sabbath of each. This 
is pretty of Adam and Eve : — 

* Smiles like the sun from his bright ikce were beaming, 
Her's as the moonlight shone.* " 

Her strong affection for her friend Mrs. W , now 

called, as a Wesleyan Minister's wife, to sunder ties of friend- 
ship, and dwell among strangers, reveals itself in a note 
written on August 27th : '' God bless you, my dear and 
valued friend, for all your kindness to me! I owe, you 
much — ^more than I can ever tell you here. When we meet 
in that better-land perhaps I may be able." — '^ I feel sad 
this morning," she writes to her again the next day, " the 
unbidden tear will start when I think that you are indeed 
going to-day. Few things could have affected me so much 
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as Mr. W *s silent pressure of my hand last night — ^the 

unspoken adieu which revealed so well what my usual 'good 
night* was designed to conceal. All this told a tale of deep 
attachment the strength of which perhaps parting alone 
could reveal I have commended you to God, to His Father- 
hood and protection. May you ever dwell beneath it ! In 
the futfare, when widely sundered, will it not be sweet to 
remember that we can confer blessing? upon each other 
through that common Father 1 We may hold the key that 
unlocks His storehouse for the gifts we each desire and need. 
And will not His loving heart respond to the prayer which 
one child of His family prefers on behalf of another ) I 
feel peculiar comfort in dwelling on these words : ' One in 
Christ Jesus.'" 

" I have been going on much as usual since you left/' she 

writes to Mrs. W again on Sept. 10th, " or rather have 

had an increase of work, and been suffering from tic ; so that 
with Tasso I have sometimes said very feelingly : 

' All this hath somewhat worn me, and may wear ; 
But mnst be borne, I stoop not to despair.' 

'' I am reading John Sterling's Life and Works by Julius 
Hare. It is a perilous thing to launch on the sea of specu- 
lation without a firm faith in the grand doctrines of revela- 
tion. His death-bed is deeply touching. For him I believe 
' at eventide it was light ; ' but not the radiant steady light 
growing brighter and brighter unto the perfect day which 
should mark the close of the Christian's course ; it was as 
the sudden appearance of the polar star to the weary mariner 
whose storm-tossed bark has encountered a long, dark tem- 
pest, in which he has well nigh been engulphed. 

" I was surprised to find that he died at Yentnor, and was 
buried at BonchurcL Near his grave, perhaps dose by it, 
I must often have strayed, dreaming over those very prob- 
lems whose unfathomed abysses he so deeply pondered. 
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Could I then have read his life-story how different would 
have been my mental history." 

An event, painful to the whole fiunily in its immediate, 
though cheering in its remote, bearings, which had long been 
regarded as contingent, was now emerging into the actual 
Her brother had for some years, for several reasons, contem- 
plated removal to a foreign clime. Divine Providence 
seemed now to open his way to Australia, and after mudi 
deliberation and prayer, he resolved to proceed thither. The 
anticipated separation was, of course, a great trial Both 
parties, however, recognized a divine hand in it. '' I wrote 
to William yesterday," she says to the biographer on Sept. 
20th, ^' and told him that we could not oppose his going. 
I believe it is best he should go. I know that a generous 
love seeks only the happiness and welfare of its object. I 
try not to think of the future. I read a remark to day 
'which struck me forcibly. It was to this effect : We are too 
apt, like the women who went to the Saviour*s tomb, to 
anticipate difficulties. ' Who will roll away the stone ? * 
But we forget that they found it rolled away. I find myself 
asking sometimes, in the event of such and such things, 
what shall we do when he is far away % But we have a 
loving Father in heaven whose goodness 



' Watches every nnmbered hair. 
And aU our steps attends.* 



" Thank you for your kind counsel We will endeavour 
to follow it. I thank God for my friends. I could not bear 
to walk through life an unloved and neglected thing, nor 
could I be satisfied with the narrow circle which bounds 
some people*s affections. I often wonder at the number and 
richness of my blessings in these respects." 

To Miss S. E y on the 29th, she reveals something of 

the prostration of which she was the victim, — ^the undoubted 
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result of over-taxation. ''The first effort of an invalid 
in letter writing I consecrate to you. Yours of Sunday 
morning found me too ill to read it until some hours after 
its arrival I can hardly tell you what has been the matter 
with me. The doctor says I have had a narrow escape of 
inflammation, brought on by a combination of causes, the 
nature of which, alas ! I know too welL 

''William sails by the ' Wahner Castle' a fortnight next 
Monday. We expect them all, the latter part of this week. 
What is before me in the immediate future I dare not con- 
template. I keep repeating to myself the promise, 'Thy 
shoes shall be iron and brass, and as thy days so shall thy 
strength be.' Words of sublimity and comfort! I can 
but fsdntly realize them however in my present state of 
weakness. 

" Did you read Arthur's article on the Union of the Wes- 
leyans with the Church of England, in the last London 
Quarterly ) I think it a noble contribution, so temper- * 
ate, and such real majesty of tone. The deliberations of 
the committee, and the discussions of the convocation, seem 
really ridiculous in the light of his facts and reasonings. 
Methodism is not understood by these people. 

" I long to tell you some of my thinkings of late. The 
problem I am just now most anxious to solve is : ' What 
are the best means for the noblest development of my men- 
tal and moral powers ? ' Sarah we do not live, we 
dream! I have latterly had momentary glimpses — ^light- 
ning flashes, if you will— of the grand possibilities of our 
being ; of the glory to be revealed, not yonder, but here, in 
us, and through us. This should result in something more 
than vain yearnings. Every day I feel more deeply what 
of conflict lies between me and that bright vision of per- 
fected humanity on which my eye sometimes rests." 

On the day of her brother's departure, Oct. 14th, she 
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wrote to the biographer : " William felt leaving usvery much. 
I never saw him so shaken. It is a sad, sorrowful day, I 
assure you. He preached twice on Sunday. In the morn- 
ing from Col. iv. 2, 3 ; and in the evening from ' the wed- 
ding gannent ; * after which we partook of the sacrament. 
It was a very affecting season — ^long to be remembered. We 
were all nearly upset. He nearly broke down through 
strong emotion." 

A few days alter, she writes to her Leeds friend : " Your 
letter, dear Sarah, was like delicious dew upon my fever- 
parched spirit. I need not tell you that I have suffered 
since I last wrote. I will not dwell upon this, but rather 
upon the goodness and mercy which have so richly sustained 
us all We all feel so surely that it is for the best. Last 
Friday the valedictory services were held at the Mission- 
House. Sarah seems to have made up her mind bravely to her 
Australian home,and Minnie chatted like an embryo colonist. 

" The future has often lately presented itself to my mind 
as a dense, palpable cloud, charged with important events, 
casting a shadow on my spirit. I can scarcely explain this, 
nor do I allow my mind to dwell on it. I am enabled to 
maintain a strong unwavering confidence in the fatherhood 
of Grod. I can trust the future to Him. My chief desire 
is that my character may more and more assimilate to that 
of the righteous, for whom ' light is sown,' and to whom 
there ' ariseth light in the darkness.' 

" I have not gone through Sterling's Essays, but I think 
them generally unfinished productions. I like the one on 
Carlyle best. He has evidently brought all his powers to 
bear on that, and brings to his task also an admiring eye 
and a loving heart. I was glancing through Carlyle's ' Past 
and Present ' once more the other day. What a strange, 
stirring book it is ! The words often seem on fire, and 
electrify you. It is quite a paradox to me, but he seems to 
understand the essence of true religion better than any 
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writer I have ever read. Take for instance one sentence put 
of many equally forcefiil and true. He contends that all 
real religion, all true fEdth in a true gospel, will give to the 
innermost heart of a man ' a force for work.' It will ' bum 
like a painfully smouldering^ fire, giving thee no rest till 
thou unfold it, till thou write it down in beneficent facts 
around thee ! ' What a power and suggestiveness of thought 
there is in the close of that sentence ! I should like us to 
read some parts of this strange book over again together." 
— It would be uncandid to regard every sentiment in a 
letter to a friend as the record of deliberate opinion. There 
is one sentence in the preceding passage which certainly 
must not be so regarded. In stating that Carlyle seems to 
understand the essence of true religion better than any 
writer she had ever read. Miss Hessel commits an inadvert- 
ence. She knew well that the essence of religion *' is love 
out of a pure heart" — supreme love to God, and sincere 
love to man, our enemies not excepted. Now so far from 
insisting on love as the grand requisite of human character, 
Carlyle is utterly silent respecting it. He concerns him- 
self with facts rather than with principles. Energy is his 
desideratum ; and whether it originate in the physical 
temperament and belong therefore to the animal, or in in- 
tense sympathy with Christ's self-sacrificing benevolence, 
and belong therefore to the divine, is apparently of slender 
consequence to himu 

The word " purpose " would probably have more accu- 
rately expressed her meaning than the word '^ essence." 
The sentiment would still however have been open to criti- 
cism. For though he enforces morals with imcommon 
vigour, his earnestness is equalled by many of the writers 
with whom she was well acquainted. It is notorious that 
the theology and spirit of the church with which she was 
connected are intensely practical. Well therefore might she 
regard the matter as a paradox. Had she paused and 
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endeavoured to resolve the paradox, she would have discov- 
ered and corrected her error. 

The sentence quoted is a striking and beautiful represent- 
ation of the effect of Christian &ith. A more precious gem 
is* not to be found in any volume of practical theology. 

She gives forth some utterances to Mr. F , on Oct. 

30th, which are as applicable to many others as no doubt 
they were to him : ^' I am increasingly impressed with the 
4sublime significance of our present life. Your musings on 
this subject touched a sympathetic cord. The other morn- 
ing while confessing my spiritual coldness and dwarfishness, 
in a strain greatly resembling your letter, a thought some- 
thing like this forcibly impressed me. I come to God with 
thanksgiving for providential mercies, but when I mention 
my spiritual affairs, I do but complain and pray for grace — 
for larger spiritual influences, without a word of thanksgiv- 
ing for those already received. True I am poor, and very 
unworthy ; but I bore that provocation with a humility not 
natural to me ; I held my peace when pride bid me speak 
loftily ; I felt something of patient submission when my 
will was crossed, because I thought my Father knew better 
than I, and ordered it thus. And what caused' this % 

" I have much to lament, but much also for which I am 
bound to offer praise. To withhold it is to yield to the snare 
of the devil, to rob Qod of His glory, and my own soul of a 
blessing. ^ Whoso offereth praise glorifieth me,' saith the 
Lord. Now try the plan, my friend. Praise Qod for your 
change of views with reference to Christ. Cultivate a habit 
of recognizing subjects for thanksgiving in your inner lifa 
They will multiply before your mental vision, and create a 
tide of joyous feeling which will deepen and widen until it 
fills your soul. God dispenses His spiritual* gifts freely 
where they are appreciated and given back to Him in loving 
praise, and deeds of glowing charity to men. 
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" Bead Foster. I followed the workings of his mind with 
a strange &scination. He sets you a-thinking ; and books 
are worth little that do not that." 

Mrs. W is afforded an insight into the debilitating 

influences that were now in powerful operation. Nov. 11th : 
^' Nothing but dire necessity has prevented me writing to 
you before this. I thank you more than I can express for 
your letter— it was kind of you to write again— and it found 
me in a mood peculiarly fitted to appreciate such an act of 
pure charity-jaded and worn with excess of work, and a 
very inadequate quantum of sleep. I am looking up how- 
ever^ almost rejoicing after a season of very trying affliction. 
I have many bright anticipations of the future of that land 
which my brother has adopted, and of the work he has gone 
to do in that new sphere of Anglo-Saxon enterprize. He 
has gone forth fuU of faith and hope, carrying with him a 
number of our brother's 'Memorials.' What the living 
voice of the earnest preacher and the utterances of him 
' who being dead yet speaketh ' may do for Methodism in 
Australia, the future wiU show. Every one we converse 
with thinks he has done right to go, and we cannot but 
acquiesce and thank God that in making the sacrifice our 
offering is such as the church approves. We pray it may 
reflect honour upon her and bring glory to Gk)d. 

" I scarcely know what to say to you, my Mend, about 
your own circumstances just now. They are not such as 
my heart would have chosen for you, but I trust God has 
appointed your inheritance, and He loves you with an infinite 
love. I often feel, when my Mends are tried, that the ordin- 
ary expressions of regret for them are sadly out of place. 
They seem to me, when rightly using their trials, such 
privileged beings, adding to the^ lustre of their Christian 
graces, increasing their usefulness, and treasuring up in 
heaven a far more exceeding and eternal weight of glory. 
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" Of myself I might say much were you here to listen. I 
have much to be very thankful for. My unfaithfulness 
might have tempted the Holy Spirit to leave me, but He 
does not Lately He has been very present with me, en- 
lightening my mind as to the grand capabilities of my nature, 
and applying a class of Scripture texts which I desire ear- 
nestly to study ; such as these : ' As ye have received Christ 
Jesus the Lord, so walk ye in Him.' — ' If ye then be risen 
with Christ, &c.' — * Ye are dead, and your life is hid with 
Christ in Gk)d.' — 'Whatsoever ye do in word or deed, do all 
in the name of the Lord Jesus, giving thanks unto the 
Father by Him.'—* I live, yet not I, but Christ liveth in 
me.' What a depth of meaning is there not in that last 
passage ? It is not Christ living in me as though I were a 
machine, and could only act as He willed, for then, my holi- 
ness would have no virtue ; but * I live,' and He ' liveth in 
me.' Can you teU me what it means) O that some of 
the sublime experiences of the Apostle when he penned 
these words might fall on us ! 

" I got a refreshing glimpse of the glory to be revealed — 
the joy of heaven — consisting in the great fact of our assimi- 
lation to the moral purity of Qod — the perfect holiness of 
His character — our personal freedom from the warfare 
with sin — the glorious consciousness of individual moral 
purity — a purity which can never by any possibility be 
tainted. The thought suggests the question why ? How 
shall we be held so securely in that blest state 1 " — Our ex- 
perience of the evils of disobedience, and the blessedness of 
His service, together with the luminous views we shall 
have of the glory of His character, and the weight of our 
personal obligation to Him, will form a bond strong enough 
to bind us for ever to Himself. 

On Dec. 2nd she writes to Mrs. R s ; " We have been 

very busy with the Basket. It was well it came, for it 
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prevented our indnlgence in much sorrow. We are looking 
forward hopefdlly to William's future in Australia, and are 
not without the anticipation of seeing him again. There 
have been so many bright and cheering thoughts connected 
with his mission, that I feel it would be wrong to repine, 
and that we ought rather to give thanks. Just after he left, 
Mr. Hardy (of Whitby) wrote me a beautiful letter about 
the glorious future of that land, and my brother's adapta- 
tion for doing a great work there, which greatly cheered me. 

" I have read little of late. I have been much interested 
in ' English Traits,' by Emerson. His idealistic tendency 
leads him to view English character in an aspect often 
amusing, but there are some very happy hits in some of his 
descriptions, and some great truths contained in his start- 
ling and extravagant assertions. Instance the remark that 
the gospel of the English gentleman is, ' Te are saved by 
taste.' 'To do a thing out of taste is a crime in English 
society for which banishment is too light a punishment.' I 
have seen this verified in some circles, and I believe it applies 
to a class of mercantile men who are treading on the heels 
of the aristocracy in that strife to ascend which is so charac-* 
teristic of the Anglo-Saxon race. 

" How glorious is the fsbith of which you write ! How 
fax better than all cold logical reasoning, however conclu- 
sive, is that argument from consciousness which you adduce 
for the divinity of Christ ! I remembered the days of old, 
and felt that He in whom I have trusted is none other than 
Christ the Son of Gk>d. I have been stnick lately, in read- 
ing the Scriptures, with the amount of incidental and infer- 
ential evidence to the doctrine. It seems to me stronger 
almost than any other. It wa-s a fEtct so thoroughly inter- 
woven with the faith of the Apostles, that they seldom 
think of dogmatically stating it, but they are constantly 
furnishing indications of their settled faith in it. 

" I am drawing to the close of Channing's life. It is a 
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noble monument of a noble life. I am convinced though, 
that for many readers he is a dangerous writer on some 
points. His manner of putting a thing is very often plausi- 
ble. Instance the Jehovah- Angel of the Old Testament, 
which orthodox divines are agreed is the Lord Jesus, the 
Son of Qod. Channing's remarks on this revived a latent 
scepticism, of which I am always conscious when I hear 
the assertion from the pulpit that this 'Angel of the Lord ' 
was verily the Messiah to come. Channing asks : Why did 
not the Apostles recognize this £sust ? Surely it would have 
been a prominent feature in their preaching to the Jews just 
after the resurrection. And why does Paul say in the veiy 
beginning of his letter to the Hebrews : ' Qod who at sun- 
dry times and divers manners spake unto the fathers by the 
prophets, hath in these last d&js spoken unto us by His Son.' 
Not quite satisfactory as I always feel the common belief on 
this subject to be, I think it is better supported than the 
other. Have you ever thought about the matter 9 " 

To those who implicitly receive Scripture testimony, its 
declarations, it appears to the writer, are fitted to afford 
ample satia&ction on this point Let two instances out of 
many suffice to show that this Angel was not a creature : 
'' To Hagar the Angel of Jehovah said, — '/ will exceedingly 
multiply thy seed.' " Three times besides, the same person 
speaks under the same name ; and at last it is added that 
Hagar called upon the name of Jehovah who had spoken to 
her : " Thou art Gk>d who seest me ! " — Gen. xvL 7-13. 
" The Angel of Jehovah from heaven called to Abraham : 
Now I know that thou fearest God, and hast not withheld 
thy son, thine only one, from me. — ^The Angel of Jehovah 
called to Abraham a second time from heaven, and said. By 
MYSELF I have sworn, saith JEHOVAH, that since thou 
hast done this thing, in blessing I will bless thee." — Gen. 
xxii. 11-18.* "The term Angel," says Richard Watson 

* Dr. Pye Smith's Scripture Testimony to the Messiah. — Vol. 1. 
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in an able and conclusive argament on this subject in his 
Institutes, " must here be considered as a term of office. 
He is called * the Angel of the Lord ' because he was the 
Messenger of the Lord, — because he was sent to execute His 
will, and to be His visible image and representative. His 
office, therefore, under this appellation, was ministerial ; but 
ministration is never attributed to the Father. He who was 
sent must be a distinct person from him by whom he was 
sent ; the messenger, from him whose message he brought, 
and whose will he performed. The Angel of Jehovah is, 
therefore, a different person from the Jehovah whose messen- 
ger he was ; and yet the Angel himself is Jehovah. Thus 
does the Old Testament most clearly reveal to us, in the 
case of Jehovah and the Angel of Jehovah, two divine per- 
sons, whilst it still maintains its great fundamental principle 
that there is but one God." 

That this Angel was the Messiah to come is demonstrated 
by a comparison of two passages of Scripture. Moses says 
to the Israelites : " Ye shall not tempt the Lord your God, 
as ye tempted him in Massah." — Deut. vi. 16. The Apostle 
Paul says : " Neither let us tempt Christ as some of them 
(that is, the Jews in the wilderness) also tempted (Him), 
and were destroyed of serpents.*' — 1 Cor. x. 9. "Now 
what could lead the Apostle to substitute Christ in the 
j^ace of Hhe Lord your God?'" asks Mr. Watson. 
" Nothing, certainly, but that the idea was familiar to him, 
that Christ and the Angel-Jehovah, who conducted and 
governed the Israelites, were the same person." With these 
passages before us it may justly excite surprise that Dr. 
Channing should ask : " Why did not the Apostles recog- 
nize this fact 1 " The passage in Heb. xiL 25-Q, Mr. Wat- 
son shows to be also decisive as a proof that the Angel of 
Jehovah and our Lord are the same person. 

The inference Dr. Channing would have us deduce from 
the fact of the Apostles not making the identity of the 
s 
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Angel-Jehovah with the Messiah " a prominent feature in 
their preaching/' is destitute of force. The point needfiil for 
them to establish was not that identity — for there is no 
evidence of their countrymen doubting the fact — but the 
identity of Jesus with the predicted Messiah. The verse 
referred to in Hebrews evidently represents Christ as a 
public teacher. Had the Angel- Jehovah appeared in that 
capacity the query would have had more relevancy. 

An incident is mentioned in a letter to one of her friends 
which, though of small consequence in itself, is interesting 
as an exhibition of character. It relates to a gentleman of 

some classical attainments. "I once gave Mr, H a 

very beautiful passage to read from Alexander Smith, and 
his enthusiasm fell at the third line. He stopped and said, 
' Miss Hessel, this line does'nt scan.' I felt tempted to 
snatch the book out of his hand." 

On January 6th 1857 she writes to the biographer : "I 
am reading Lynch's Lectures on ' Aids to Self-improve- 
ment.' I recommend them for your perusal should they 
fall in your way. You will like a great deal of the book 
very much." 

"I have read 'Dred,' and enjoyed it. Our American 
sisters are doing a great work. They have swept and gar- 
nished the platform of fiction, and are making it what it 
ought to be, the vehicle for conveying the noblest truths to 
the masses of humanity. Miss Warner's * Hills of the 
Shatemuc,' although dull in the early part, is nevertheless 
a valuable contribution to this kind of literature. The 
struggles of a proud, imperious, self-willed girl, with the 
elements of a noble character at the bottom, are truthfally 
depicted. Her earnest search after religious truth, her rebel- 
lion of heart to the yoke of Christ, her deep convictions of its 
righteousness, and the beautiful simple faith which at last 
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made it so easy, are well delineated. Such pictures of 
humanity, and the operation of the gospel on its rugged, 
complex points, are worth a thousand times more for every 
practical purpose than the most beautiful descriptions of 
your sweet milk-and-water women, who are almost too good 
for the gospel to make them any better. 

" I am doing nothing at present, except thinking out a few 
matters which I have neither time nor energy to commit to 
paper. I should, I think, be quite easy to do nothing in 
this way at present, if some of my friends did not urge it 
upon me. Mr. W 1 dogmatizes after this fashion : 

* Utter your thought. Yourself and the world must be the 
better for it.' Against this I quote his oracle Carlyle : 

* Wait tiU thy thought has well matured itself.' 

" I feel painfully sometimes the scanty aids I have for 
self-improvement — that is, in many respects. The influences 
of my daily life are anything but elevating. True I am 
rich in correspondents, and not poor in books ; but there 
are wants here of which I feel deeply sensible. When 
under other influences, I realize rapid development of 
thought, kindlings of intellectual power, to which I am a 
stranger here. Still I have much to be thankful for, and 
need, most of all, the gift to use well and wisely every 
endowment and acquisition." 

'*The game of life 
Looks cheerful, when one carries in one's heart 
The unalienable treasure .' Tis a game 
Which having once reriewed, I turn more joyous 
Back to my deeper and appropriate bliss." 
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CHAPTER XI. 

A valuable remark of Perthes' — The study of the Bible — How best 
to promote spiritual growtli — ^The intermediate state — Spiritual 
experiences — Failing health — Life of Hewitson — Will there be 
error in Heaven— No disgrace in industry— The preciousness of 
the simple truths of the Gospel in sickness — ^The duration of 
future punishment — Religion a priceless treasure — Visits Bradford, 
Birkenshaw, and Scarbro* — Application of a precious promise — A 
remarkable manifestation — A dreadful storm — "A Prayer." 

It has been truly observed by the sagacions and noble- 
minded Perthes, that '^the history of a human being re- 
solves itself mainly into the history of his affections." Our 
tastes are refined or debased ; our enjoyments augmented 
or diminished ; our characters ennobled or degraded, accord- 
ing to the nature of the objects we love. There is no 
subject, the consideration of which is of greater practical 
importance, than the assimilating influence of the objects 
of our regard. 

The range of objects eliciting our affections determines 
largely the measure of our enjoyment. " Love is the sum 
total of life." Those who open their hearts to every object 
worthy of them, have an enjoyment as much surpassing 
theirs who senselessly or selfishly close them to all but a 
very few objects, as a river exceeds a rill. Miss HesseFs 
was emphatically a loving souL It is scarcely an exaggera- 
tion to say that everything worthy of it secured her love. 
Hence her streams of joy were both various and numerous. ^ 
Eich, however, as was the enjoyment she derived from 
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nature, art, and literature, experience had now instructed 
her that the amplest, as well as purest, source of delight 
consisted in the contemplation of the Divine character as 
revealed in the inspired volume. Her love of literature had, 
at one period, insidiously sapped the vigour of her piety. 
On discovering the lamentable fact, however, she betook 
herself, in the spirit of the devoted Henry Martyn, to the 
Book of Books. Latterly, as the reader will have seen, it 
became her chief study, and the effects were visible in an 
increased spirituality and desire for usefulness. She dis- 
covered that while the mere reader of the Bible may both 
experience interest and derive profit, the diligent student 
alone realizes its beauties and proves the fulness of its 
power. The surface of the earth furnishes the sustenance 
, needful for man's physical nature, but the minerals by 
which his social progress is to be promoted are hidden in 
its deep recesses. So all that is needful for personal sal- 
vation is on the surface of the sacred page, but the prin- 
ciples upon which depends the development of a refined and 
noble Christian character, can be discovered only by devout 
and patient search. The subjoined letter, addressed to Mr. 

F , on January 11th, will furnish one link in the chain 

of evidence that Scripture study was continued as long as 
ability permitted : 

"I have been thinking about you this afternoon, and 
praying for you. I ought perhaps to account for this by 
telling you of two things. One is that latterly I have been 
seriously impressed with a sense of the double responsibiUty 
which my friendships impose upon me. You know some- 
thing of the high value I put upon them. I am anxious to 
derive from them a greater benefit, and iaJso to communicate 
all the good I can. Another thing which led me to think 
of and pray for you, is a Memoir of Adelaide Newton I am 
reading. She was a profound student of the Bible, and 
compared the translation with the original I am astonished 
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at the richness of her remarks on some passages. She 
dwells npon some errors which hold many of the saints of 
God in bondage. There is one I have more than once men- 
tioned, which I believe to be a great barrier to your religious 
enjoyment — that almost constant poring over your heart for 
evidence of your spiritual growtL Her Scripture readings 
have led her to think the prevalent notion on the import- 
ance of self-examination erroneous. She says it is never 
directly enjoined, except in two instances, viz., 1 Cor. xi. 28, 
and 2 Cor. xiii 5, and there it relates to the possession of 
Christian character. Her views seem in harmony with 
those of Vinet and M^ Cheyne. She says in a letter to a 
friend, ' I cannot &id a single instance in which, either in 
the Gospels or Epistles, Christians are taught by example 
or precept to make a study of their own hearts. I cannot 
help thinking, that Christian experience has far too much 
taken the place of the study of Christ and the character of 
God, and that this accounts, in great measure, for the low 
and desponding state of so many Christians. Do you not 
think that the constant study of His character would far 
more effectually teach us our depravity than poring over our 
own ? ' Yes, Adelaide, and a constant looking to Him is 
the only remedy for that depravity. By such looking alone 
are we 'changed into the same image.' 

"I am myself in danger of putting the Spirit's work 
within me, in the place of Christ's work for me. The 
tempter is not slow in helping us to such a course, and we 
need the wisdom of the serpent to guard against his wiles. 
Your mother will be pleased with this memoir. I have 
found 'great spoil' in it. Her's was a noble manifestation 
of one of the phases of Christian life ; not perhaps the one 
I should most admire, for I strongly doubt whether her 
ideal of Christian character is of the highest and best type. 

"I have thought of commencing the study of John's 
Epistles. Will you join me 1 And let us exchange our 
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thoughts on passages which strike us particularly. I feel 
impressed with the necessity of digging deeper into the 
mine of sacred truth if I would maintain and cherish the 
religious Hfe. 

'^I have been led to dwell much of late on the best 
method of promoting spiritual growth. It is but mere out- 
side work to imitate the example of Christy unless we drink 
into His spirit — make His principle of action ours. And 
how shall we do this ? There is a great diversity of opinion 
among Christians on this matter. I have been talking to 
one this morning, eminent for piety, to whom the simplicity 
of Adelaide Newton*s life of faith seems altogether unintel- 
ligible." — Miss Hessel has not expressed herself with her 
usual felicitous explicitness in this passage. There is not 
much difference of opinion amongst Protestant Christians 
as to how we shall imbibe the spirit of Christ, and. become 
possessed of His principles. There is, and may be expected 
to be, difference of opinion as to whether the active or con- 
templative should predominate in our life ; and differences 
of opinion on doctrinal and other points will induce a 
different estimate as to the relative value to be attached to 
certain acknowledged duties. The union, as far as practic- 
able, of active service in the wide field of philanthropy 
with contemplation, all healthy minds will agree is necces- 
sary to spiritual growth. Incessant activity will induce dis- 
sipation and laxity of principle, while excess of retirement 
will tend to asceticism. The sentiment cannot be too deeply 
pondered, that '4t is but mere outside work to imitate the 
example of Christ, unless we drink into His spirit, and make 
His principles of action ours." 

On January 14th she writes to Mr. B : "I thank 

you for your interesting letter. I wish I had time to do it 
justice to day, but fear I have not. There is another theory 
more satisfactory to me than the one of unconsciousness in 
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the intermediate state, and yet not quite satiB&ctory. It ii^ 
that the believer is admitted after death to perfect commu- 
nion with Christ, but that he waits for the recognition and 
communion of saints until he be ' clothed upon/ with his 
house from heaven. The word ' unclothed/ suggests the idea 
of a state in which one would wish for privacy — ^to be un- 
seen ; but when * clothed upon ' we are to ' appear with 
Christ in glory.' I shall be glad to hear more about it 
when your discussions have terminated. I am very favour- 
able to free inquiry and discussion, even on such subjects, 
provided we bring to them a truth-loving and reverent 
spirit. This last is important, and ought to be carefully 
cherished." — Mischief has no doubt sometimes resulted 
from what is called *' free inquiry and discussion ; " but has 
no mischief resulted from the stupidity or credulousness 
which the absence of such a spirit often indicates ? The 
numberless subjects which reveal themselves with just 
sufficient clearness to excite curiosity, and the deep interest 
which these subjects awaken in all reflecting minds, warrant 
the inference that our Creator designed to encourage such 
inquiry. Let it be conducted in the spirit Miss Hessel 
commends, and regulated by a due regard to the practical, 
and far more benefit than injury will result. Next to moral 
perversity, mental stupor is the greatest calamity, personally 
and socially, that can befal us. It will be needful for some 
minds to guard against the love of disputation — ^an evil 
which can scarcely be too strongly deprecated. 

" It gives me great pleasure," she proceeds, " to find your 
heart still fresh and earnest in the great work upon which 
you have entered. To be a successful labourer in the 
Master's vineyard is of the first importance. May you 
never lose the * dew of your youth ! ' I have been much 
struck lately in reflecting on and comparing the different 
kinds of preaching I have heard. How easy it is to tell 
when a minister has thought out for himself the truths he 
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enunciafes to the people! What a freshness there is in 
them in this case ! 

" I have felt several times during the last week as if I 

had a great deal to say to Mr. W 1. I fear it will aU 

evaporate before I have time to jot it down. I should like 
to realize Mrs. Stowe's vision — put a sheet or two of letter- 
paper in my bosom, think all I wanted to say, and then 
drawing the paper forth, find it all written down, properly 
punctuated, i's dotted, t's crossed, and all ready for despatch." 

" I read with great interest the record of your religious 

life contained in your letter," she says to Mrs. W , on 

February 19th : "You have got hold of the secret of right 
living — looking constantly to Jesus, and dwelling on, until 
you realize, the fulness and completeness of Christ as a 
Saviour. This morning, while dressing, this text came to 
my mind, ' He was manifested to destroy the works of the 
devil.' I cannot tell you the beauty I saw in it, and the 
comfort I derived. There was the manifestation itself, sug- 
gesting along with the necessity for it, all the tenderness of 
Christ's human and fraternal character. ' He took on Him 
our nature.' * It behoved Him to be made like unto His 
brethren, that He might be a merciful and faithful High 
Priest.' Then the grand and comprehensive purpose of His 
manifestation — 'to destroy the works of the devil,' not 
merely in the high places of Satan's empire, but in the be- 
liever's heart — ^in my heart. Not to subdue, but destroy. I 
cannot tell you how I prize these occasional applications of 
Scripture-truths. They are truly oases in the desert 
through which I have lately been passing. 

" The other morning I woke with this on my heart and 
lips : * For we know that if this earthly house of our taber- 
nacle were dissolved, &c.' Some render the passage * when 
an earthly house of this tabernacle shall be dissolved.' But 
to me, on that occasion, the 'if' and the 'were' seemed 
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greatly preferable! Wliat if tlie earthly honse wbre this 
moment dissolved ! Why the heavenly house is ready, 
waiting. Nay, it is our's now, * we have ' it, says PanL It 
is our inheritance to which we have the title deeds, and 
shall have the possession the moment our present house is 
dissolved. What a glorious privilege is ours ! 

'^ Perhaps I ought to tell you that that home has been 
dearer to me of late from the fact that the earthly house has 
seemed to be giving way. I have many indications of its 
frailty and feebleness. For three months I have been far 
from well, and am now under the care of my medical 
attendant. It was' a relief when he told me this morning 
that the drowsiness, forgetfulness, and mental inaction, I 
have experienced, were the consequences of disease. It has 
seemed so shocking that again and again my brief evening 
devotions have ended in a troubled sleep ; and that at pub- 
lic worship I have not been able to keep awake, even when 
listening to what was deeply interesting. 

" Did you ever note the exquisite gentleness and tenderness 
of the Saviour when drawing near to that terrible hour in 
Gethsemane ? He took three of the disciples and desiring 
them to watch with him said : ' My soul is exceeding sor- 
rowful, even unto death.' Coming back after a brief absence, 
instead of the sorrow which such a revelation of their 
master's suffering might reasonably have been expected to 
excite, He found them asleep. But there was no denuncia- 
tion for these faithless watchers. There was first an ex- 
pression of sorrowful wonder. ' What, could ye not watch 
with me one hour V Then a kind admonition, which mani- 
fested self-forgetfnlness, even in such an hour, in care for 
them : ' Watch and pray, lest ye enter into temptation.' 
And, finally, a tender loving apology, such as only the heart 
of Jesus could have made under such circumstances : ' The 
spirit indeed is willing, but the flesh is weak' I have dwelt 
upon it with great comfort. 
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" I am reading Hewitson's life. He was very much like 
M^ Oheyne. These Scotchmen stndy human nature deeply. 
But I like most of all their views of Christ's work — its all- 
sufficiency and entirety. The volume abounds with such 
passages as this : ' Faith is the soul's outward, not inward, 
look. The object on which faith fixes its eye is, not the 
heart's ever- varying frames, but the never- varying Christ.' 

" Mrs. M is here and offcen comes to see me. We talk 

very freely to each other on the phases of religious life. How 
rich I am in friends ! I wonder often at the goodness of 
Gk)d in giving me so many such precious blessings. I think 
I appreciate it in some measure, and from my heart I daily 
thank him for this, His richest earthly blessing." 

Further indications of deep-seated mischief are exhibited 
in a letter to the biographer dated March 2nd : " I suppose 
I must tell you something of myself, although the subject, 
I assure you, is anything but pleasant. Soon after I wrote 

to Mrs. P I called in our medical attendant. Presently 

a whole catalogue of disasters came upon me, the climax of 
which was, (at least I hope so,) an abscess over a net-work 
of nerves, irritated by involuntary muscular twitchings, and 
by my cough. It seemed as if the essence of all the physical 
suffering I have ever known was concentrated in those few 
days and nights. But they are passed, and I am now able 
to walk about again, and hoping for strength as the spring 
advances. When I make the least exertion I find myself 
very weak, though when I lie I am apt to fancy myself 
nearly well But I must desist, as the big drops of perspi- 
ration are starting from almost every pore with this little 
effort. 

" 4th. My letter makes slow progress. My days are so 
short, and my strength holds out such a little while, that 
you must pardon this meagre letter. I do not get down 
stairs until eleven ; in the afternoon we have frequently 
several callers ; and in the evening I am too weary to make 
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any exertion. I find this kind of life not a little trying. 
But my cup runneth over with mercy, and loving kindness 
encompasseth me. I have occasionally startling views of 
the work lying before me, and which I had hoped to do — 
sad, sad feelings about the little I yet have done in the 
vineyard of the Lord, and sometimes earnest longings for 
better health in order to better living. 

''Of one thing however I am satisfied. He knoweth 
what is best for me who chooses ' the lot of my inheritance,' 
and I leave myself in His hands. I wish I could convey to 
you some idea of the sweet restfulness I often feel in the 
assurance that a loving Father is providing for aU my needs, 
present and future — that I have a home here which His love 
brightens and blesses, and a home yonder where I shall 
dwell in the light of His countenance for ever. 

"My brightest views of heaven of late have been those 
which regard it as a place of active service — the invigorated 
and ever- expanding faculties all prepared for unwearying 
service. What that service may be I cannot tell, but it 
will be doing His pleasure, and that is enough. 

"I was thinking the other day about the antagonistic 
doctrines which are held among Christian people, and how 
Christ's image shines out from men of widely different 
creeds. It seems to me we are but partially educated here. 
The disciplinary part of our education terminates of course 
with our mortal life, but what accessions of knowledge, 
what corrections of erroneous opinions, of dishonouring 
views of God, shall we realize in heaven ! I think one 
bond of union between the glorified will be the universal 
search after truth — the eagerness to be put right on matters 
of intellectual error concerning God and Christ. I have 
more to say but must desist. Pardon this egotistical letter. 
I fear the kindness of my friends nurses my egotism ; or 
rather, my own heart transmutes the blessing into a bane." 
— ^The idea of the existence of erroneous opinions in heaven 
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will probably startle some readers. A little reflection how- 
ever will furnisli proof that Miss Hessel's views are not 
without a basis. Who will affirm of the holiest and wisest 
person, at his dissolution, that on no point does he entertain 
error 1 Where, when, and how, does he become divested 
of it 1 Death has no power to annihilate it. It cannot be 
dissipated by mechanical means. The luminous presenta- 
tion of truth can alone exterminate error. Now though 
the light of heaven may disperse it with a rapidity infinitely 
surpassing the processes of present experience, still, inas- 
much as error will probably exist on a multitude of subjects, 
must not that dispersion necessarily be gradual 1 The exist- 
ence of error is by no nieans inconsistent with moral purity. 

After stating that some improvement in her health had 
been experienced during the last two days, she says to Mr. 
B , on March 12th : "I am not anxious about my fu- 
ture. If I were allowed to choose my lot, I should refer 
the choice to God. I cannot tell you the deep and abiding 
satisfaction I feel in the consciousness that every event of 
my life is arranged by infinite wisdom and love. The un- 
changing faithfulness of my Heavenly Father has been un- 
speakably precious to me. I feel there are important lessons 
to be learned in affliction. 

" I think I have lately had clearer views of the relative 
importance of the chief doctrines of the Bible : the atone- 
ment of Christ — ^its abounding sufficiency ; the priesthood 
of Christ, with its comprehensive beneficent provisions ; 
the law, so utterly inadequate for man as the way of life, 
yet so perfect as the rule of life. A thousand glorious 
truths radiate from the grand central doctrines of the gos- 
pel, but in sickness, when mind and body are enfeebled, 
how precious do the few simple cardinal doctrines, the pith 
and marrow of the gospel, become ! I can remember long 
hours of agonizing suffering, in which amid a thousand dim 
flitting fancies that whirled through my brain, the two 
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words * Christ ' and ' surety ' seemed my only rock and rest- 
ing place ; and these words I rather felt than apprehended." 
— What an admonition is here against postponing, to a 
sick-bed, the practical acknowledgment of the claims of 
Christ! 

^' Friday, 20th. More than a week has elapsed since I 
wrote the foregoing. On the following day my doctor had 
to resort to severer measures, which caused me great suffer- 
ing. After that I had a relapse, and this morning he said, 
in answer to my inquiries : ' I tell you candidly it will be a 
long time before you are better ; and you will need to take 
very great care of yourself I have now a conviction that 
I shall not recover. There may often play above it fitful 
snatches of that return, in heart, to ' life and its belong- 
ings,' which I suppose is natural when disease relaxes its 
hold a little, but there lurks the feeling ' I am appointed to 
die.' I don't know why I tell you this. I am exceedingly 
sensitive with respect to the reports which represent my 
health unfavourably, although I recognize the folly of the 
feeling. I wondered at this in dear Mary, but I understand 
it now. Twelve months ago this very day I knelt by her 
coffin, and vowed before God, and in presence of the sacred 
dead, to strive after the realization of a higher spiritual life, 
and pledged myself to meet that beloved one in heaven. I 
have but ill redeemed my vows. And yet I trust I have 
striven. 

" I think your study of the Inspiration question likely to 
prove more profitable than that of the 'unconscious' 
theory. Somehow, the latter is revolting to my heart, and 
does not commend itself to my reason. Nothing else con- 
nected with the Christian's future is revolting. He triumphs 
over death and the grave, 'because,' says he, 'my flesh 
shall rest in hope.' Not a word of his spirit resting in 
hope. Why, it may be asked, should that thought and 
miction which an Almighty power will sustain for ever, be 
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suspended 1 How came Moses and Elias to talk with Christ 
on the Mount of Transfiguration 1 Perhaps your ' uncon- 
scious * author makes them into heavenly somnambulists." 

On the 23rd she writes to Mr. F : "I rejoice to hear 

of your labours and successes. Your difficulties will only 
develope new resources of energy and strength. 

" I do not remember Foster's line of argument in support 
of the limitation of future punishment. His theory appears 
to me very unsatisfactory. If the declaration of Scripture 
on this topic be explained away, of course the stability of 
the Christian s future glory is undermined — precisely the 
same words being employed in both cases. But were Scrip- 
ture less explicit on this point, I think a vast array of pow- 
erful reasoning may be adduced in favour of the doctrine 
of eternal punishment. The sentences of the judgment-day 
will not be arbitrary ; holiness and sin are progressive prin- 
ciples ; that law, which in the natural world causes every 
tree to bring forth fruit after its kind, operates also in the 
moral world, and the amount of punishment or glory de- 
pends on the ever-reproducing fruit of the principles which 
actuate us in life. Eternal death appears to me but the 
fruition of sin. Heaven and hell have more importance, in 
my mind, as states than as places. Now if man, ruined by 
the fall of Adam, required for a redemption-price ' all that 
heaven could give,' where shall the ransom of the lost come 
from ? They have sunk deeper in moral defilement — they 
*have slighted the blood of atonement, and ' there remaineth 
no more sacrificefor sin.' Their suffering can never honour 
the violated law, and if it could, what moral regeneration 
could it effect 1 And without that there could be no heaven 
for them. These are a few of my thoughts on this subject. 
You must excuse the want of clearness in expression. All 
mental effort is trying to me, and often bewildering. This 
is one very painful feature of my indisposition. 

''I need not tell you that lately I have thought much 
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about . dear Mary ; and have experienced many things I 
wondered at in her. The thought of joining her has been 
very sweet. She entered heaven so lately that I have felt 
as if there would be a stronger aflSnity on that ground. 
And then she was so very dear to me. But all this may be 
foreign to the air of heaven. And yet I think it will not.'* 

After informing Miss S. R that her cough gets worse, 

and no perceptible increase of strength is experienced, she 
says on March 25th : " As to my mental state I have scarcely 
energy enough to analyze it. My spirits are tranquil and 
calm. I seldom feel low, though I sometimes weep without 
any assignable cause. I have a restful assurance that the 
issue of my affliction, with all its attendant circumstances, 
is in His hands whose fatherly love is as measureless as His 
wisdom. I think I have now told you all about myself 
worth telling, unless I were to enter into my occasional 
experiences of rich spiritual enjoyment derived especially 
from the precious Word of God. I feel very thankful that 
often my mind is more quickened by reading it than by any 
other exercise. My conceptions of divine truth seem more 
clear and vivid than of any other subject. I am at present 
reading Macaulay's Essays. They soothe and charm me, 
but I am sorry to say I retain very little of them. Write 
as often as you can to tell me what is going on in the world 
around you, and in that far more interesting world within 
you, your own heart and mind. 

" Oh ! Sarah, what a priceless treasure is true religion f 
that faith which in the darkest hour can say : ' I possess all 
things, for Christ is mine, and I am His. Come health or 
sickness, life or death, joy or sorrow, now and for ever I am 
Christ's.' " — Earth itself yields a revenue of delight to such 
which no others can experience, however ample their science, 
cultivated their taste, or exquisite their sensibility. Of the 
humblest Christian, Cowper says — 
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** His are the mountains, and the yalleys his, 
And the resplendent rivers ; his to enjoy 
With a propriety that none can feel. 
But who, with filial confidence inspired. 
Can lift to heaven an unpresumptuous eye, 
And smiling say, * My Father made them all.' " 

On the next day she writes to Mrs. W : " When I 

sleep well I have profuse night perspirations ; when I don't 
sleep my cough is very trying and exhausting, so that as a 
matter of taste 1 don't care to choose between the two. I 
have one favour to ask. When you draw near to the mercy- 
seat, sometimes remember me. Pray that I may have a 
will lost in the will of Gk)d. It is sweet to feel I am in 
His hands whose measureless love and wisdom are ' engaged 
to make me blest.' Every flutter of apprehension, all dread 
of present and future, flies when I remember this. How 
strange I should ever forget it ! ' 

" Dear Mrs. Dove came in when I had got thus far. She 
always brings aflectionate sympathy and wise counsel. I 
remarked that I seemed now of no use in the world. ' My 
dear,' she replied, * I wonder how much worse the world 
would have been if God's people had never suffered in it.' 
And then she said : ^ You are called to let patience have its 
perfect work, that you may be perfect' and entire, lacking 
nothing. It seems that patience is the crowning grace of 
the Christian.' I cannot teU you how I prize her visits, 
tiiey are always refreshing, and furnish me with food for 
the heart afterwards." — This devoted Christian lady has 
followed Miss Hessel to the better world. It is due to her 
memory to say that she was a Christian of more than ordi- 
nary maturity. Intelligence and fervour were so happily 
combined as to adorn her character with a peculiar lustre. 

On the 10th of April, after communicating her suffer- 
ings and apprehensions to her brother, she adds : " Until 
the last few days we have had weeks of uninterrupted wet 
weather, and I have been entirely confined to the house. 
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I have had a few walks and drives lately, which have done 
me good. I never get to chapel, but the ministers and 
friends are very kind in visiting me, and I have every 
tempting delicacy sent which kindness can devise. I am well 
nursed, and feel no anxiety about the future. I hope you 
will not feel anxious. It is not very likely we shall meet 
again on earth, but we shall meet in a better country, in 
that fatherland, our truest home, where we shall sit down 
with the children of the kingdom, to go no more out for 
ever. Life seems precious, very precious sometimes, chiefly 
for the work which may make it so blessed." 

" I am thankful to tell you," she writes to Mrs. W , 

on April 19th, " that the last three days I have been very 
much better. I feel much more energy, and though it is 
worth little for practical purposes, it is more pleasant to 
my friends and to myself than the listlessness and depres- 
sion I have so long experienced. Not that I have suffered 
much from mental depression. My spirit has rested in 
quietness and assurance, and though I can scarcely be said 
to have enjoyed anything of late, from sheer inability, I 
have possessed * the peace which passeth understanding,' 
and have known by faith the truth of that declaration : 
' The eternal God is thy refuge, and underneath are the 
everlasting arms.' Those ' bright visions ' which your kind 
heart has anticipated for me, I have not lately realized. But 
aU I have needed has been given — strength, rest, peace, com- 
fort, and confidence in Him in whom all fulness dwells. 

" I should like to tell you tow graciously I have been 
heard with reference to physical sufferings which I feared, 
but on this I cannot now enlarge. This much I may say, 
the abscess was a most critical one. It is held among medi- 
cal men that the only way of healing such is by a very 
painful operation, and by frequent applications of caustic. 
My doctor has ventured to try a milder treatment, which 
promises to issue favourably. I feel deeply grateful, and 
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ready to sing with David : * In my distress I cried unto 
the Lord, and He heard me/ 

'' I thank you, my friend, for the generous wish to minis- 
ter to my bodily comfort. The Lord reward you for it. 
You say truly I am rich in friends. I cannot tell you all 
the love and care by which I am surrounded. It almost 
oppresses me sometimes. I can but make one return ; my 
prayers that Grod would reward them. 

" 20th, You will be glad to know that we have heard 
from William. He seems in good spirits, gets long rides on 
horseback, and says he can scarcely believe he is not in 
England. He had been to the Steiglitz gold-diggings ; 
preached in the forest by moonlight on the stump of a tree ; 
and staked out land for a new chapel. It is a little canvas- 
town, with two thousand inhabitants. 

"I am not so well to-day. I have had a slight return of 
the pain in - my side and difficulty of breathing. God has 
laid His hand upon me, but so gently and lovingly 1 I often 
repeat Milton's lines, and feel them very sweet : — 

* Poor, weak, and helpless, I the more belong. 
Father Supreme, to Thee ! ' " 

To Mrs. R s, who had been bereaved of an affectionate 

husband when the ' dew of youth ' was yet upon them, she 
says on the 22nd : " I can well understand the yearning 
for such communion as you have been wont to enjoy. What 
a blessed privilege is ours when we feel wearied and almost 
fainting under Hhe needful discipline of life,' to turn to 
the contemplation of the joys awaiting us in our Father's 
house. They are ours, laid up for us. The communion of 
saints awaits us — the interchange of lofty thoughts. The 
blending of spirit with spirit will meet with no harsh inter- 
ruptions there, nor be marred by the imperfectiohs of earth. 
In a little while we shall enter into our rest, and the lonely 
pilgrimage will be almost forgotten in the joys of that 
glorious femily re-union. 
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*' But though we refresh our spirits by these anticipations, 
we wish not to forget that we have a work to do while here. 
It gave me pleasure to hear of your return to active life, 
after so long a separation from it. The Lord of the vineyard 
has need of you, my friend, and He has been training you 
for higher usefulness. You have now come down from the 
mount sanctified by your sorrow, 

'To tread once more the waves of life. 
To battle with the unceasiDg spray ; ' 

perchance to sink sometimes ' amid the stormy strife,' but 
always to ' rise to strive again.' May the strength bom in 
the hours of sadness never forsake you ! 

" For myself, I feel as though a new life had opened to 
me within the last few days. I had felt as if all that re- 
mained for me in this world was patient suffering. But now 
that I can get out a little, my drives furnish me with rich 
enjoyment. Yesterday my existence, feeble as it is, felt a 
subtle luxury. The beautiful hedge-rows, the rich green 
verdure clothing hill and valley, the gurgling brook, the 
bright blue sky, the joyous song of birds, and the exquisite 
beauty of the way-side leaves and floweps, filled my senses 
with all the enjoyment of which they were capable. I al- 
most felt ' this is enough.' But I remembered the glories 
of that better land, and added, * with that in reversion it is.* 
The soul must have something to anticipate ; earth cannot 
satisfy it. 

" I have latterly read the Gospels and the Acts of the 
Apostles consecutively, in order to get an impression of the 
origin and first successes of Christianity. I cannot tell you 
how much I have been delighted with the fresh views I 
have got of that wondrous life and death of which the world 
never saw the like, and of the men who continued with Him 
in His temptation, and preached the gospel committed to 
them after His ascension." 
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At the strong recommendation of her medical adviser and 
some other friends, she undertook a journey to Bradford, on 
May 6th, to be under the care of Dr. Macturk. A powerful 
inducement was supplied in the fact that she could have the 
comforts of a home with old and warm-hearted friends now 
resident there. A few days after her arrival she wrote to a 
recently-acquired, but pre-eminently kind friend, Mrs. M — : 
" I have been getting rapidly worse of late. My cough was 
distressing, my appetite very bad, and I had got very thin 
indeed. I bore the journey much better than I anticipated, 
the day was fine and warm, and I was muffled up like a 
mummy. The first day or two I was very ill, but since that 
time I have been slowly improving. Dr. Macturk does not 
give me any very encouraging opinion. He says both my 
lungs are diseased. The left one has very perceptibly fellen, 
but the right one is the most diseased." 

After a little more than a fortnight's absence she returned 
home slightly improved. On the 26th, after expressing the 
sweet sense of submission to the Divine will she generally 

experienced, she says to Mrs. W : " But you must not 

imagine that my lot is all sunshine. I have my darker mo- 
ments — hours of suffering when I have to say with tearful 
eyes, ' He hath compassed me before and behind, and laid 
His hand upon me.' But even then I can add with Abby 
Bolton, ' but so gently ! oh, so gently ! ' And then some- 
times there will come a vivid picture of nature's last strug- 
gle, and a shrinking from the thought of breasting the 
surging waters of Jordan. But I have an instant remedy 
for that. I look to my Divine Redeemer and say : * That 
matter does not belong to me now. It is in Thy hands to 
mete out the day and the strength proportioned to it. Not 
one of Thy promises has ever yet failed me, and it is too 
late to distrust now.' While thus occupied this morning, I 
got such a precious view of that promise : ' The Lord God 
is a sun and shield : the Lord will give grace and glory,' &c. 
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The grace and glory seemed so closely united — grace to' the 
very last moment it is needed, and then the glory coming 
in instantly to crown it. With what more conld Almighty 
Power and Infinite Love endow the creature upon which He 
has * set His heart ? ' But there is more. I had half for- 
gotten, in the abundance of the grace and glory, the assu- 
rance still more extensive, if possible, * no good thing will 
He withhold from them that walk uprightly.' But my 
aching shoulders warn me to desist." 

A gentleman resident in the neighbourhood of Bradford, 
whose occasional visits to Boston Spa had led to an ac- 
quaintance with Miss Hessel, and a high appreciation of her 
worth, urged her to spend a few weeks with him in the early 

part of summer. On June 19th she informs Mrs. M of 

her purpose to accept his kindness : " My state of health 
latterly has been such as to warn me against any sanguine 
anticipations. I feel that disease is progressing, and my 
strength gradually wasting. Dr. Macturk says in a letter I 
had from him last week that he looks for benefit chiefly from 
change of air. I am going next week, all being well, to 
Birkenshaw, to visit Mr. Emmet for a few days. I shall 
then have an opportunity of consulting the doctor again, 
and learning the present state of my lungs. 

" If it be the will of our Heavenly Father I hope to be 
so much better as to visit you. But if this may not be, we 
shall ere long meet in our Father's house above, to part no 
more for ever. Shall I send you a text which is often pre- 
cious to me 1 Sometimes I have feverish restless nights, 
and my cough is trying ; it is then sweet to remember * There 
shall be no night there ' — no night of suffering and unrest — 
no night of darkness or sorrow." 

Accompanied by her sister and another friend, she arrived 
at Birkenshaw on the 24th. On the next day she wrote to 
her mother : " We had a safe and rather pleasant journey, 
although the heat was somewhat oppressive. I met with 
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kind travelling companions, especially in two young gentle- 
men at different stages of the journey, who perhaps touched 
with compassion at my pale face and troublesome cough, 
were really kindness itself. Mr. Emmet met us. He could 
not borrow a horse, but a man brought an invalid's chair 
for me, and my ride through the village was quite a tri- 
umphal procession. The women and children stared, and a 
dozen pairs of clogs clamped alongside and behind me. It 
was very amusing I assure you. 

" We have had a walk round the garden this morning. 
Such a pretty garden it is — such sweet little nooks and shady 
places where one can sit and rest ! After our walk Mr. Emmet 
and I had some spiritual conversation which I much enjoyed. 

" This is really a lovely retreat, cool, shady, and quiet. 
We have full liberty to do as we like — the freedom of the 
house with all its comforts, and really I am enjoying them 
very mucL I wonder how you get on. I fear you will be 
lonely. God bless you for all your cheerful self-denial and 
watchful care on my account." 

Her keen susceptibility to kindness reveals itself to Mr. 

W d, under date of July 3rd : " Mr. Emmet's gardener 

sent me up a little basket of strawberries both yesterday 
and to day, out of his own garden. How kind everybody 
is to me ! In this I see the love of my heavenly Father — 
His tender care for the least of His children. I am just 
thinking, and the thought refers to your remark the other 
evening, that all the tender human affection lavished on me 
has rather tended to endear the thought of heaven than 
earth, to fill me with anticipations of the glorious perpe- 
tuity of such affection in a nobler state of being, rather 
than to create a clinging to eartL The future often seems 
much more of a reality than the past and the present — an 
eternal, unchanging, yet ever progressive existence." 

On the 6th she communicates some of her heart-experi- 
ences to her brother : ** Since I came here, as at home, Hhe 
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lines have fallen to me in pleasant places.' Strangers whom 
I have never seen have sent flowers and strawberries to the 
* invalid lady.' The clergyman called, and two of our own 
ministers, Mr. Samuel and Mr. Lord. These frequent 
changes ordered for me, remind me that this is not my 
rest. I feel I am a pilgrim, and recognize my Father's love 
in the rich provision He has made for my comfort during 
my sojourn upon earth. The friends who have so kindly 
urged upon me their hospitality and counted it no trouble 
to minister to my numerous wants — the strangers who have 
contributed to my enjoyment by their courtesy, call forth 
special gratitude to Him who has disposed them to act 
thus to one of the least of His family. I can but pray 
that He may reward them a thousand-fold into their own 
bosoms. We all join in love. T often long to see you. 
Sometimes in the long silent night-watches my thoughts 
wander to the land of your adoption, and I feel tempted to 
ask that it may please God we may meet again on earth. 
What a blessedness to know we shall meet where distance 
can never divide us again ! " 

Mrs. M had earnestly desired she should spend part 

of the summer with her, and as both her medical advisers 
believed that the air of Scarbro' would prove beneficial, 
feeble as she was, accompanied by her sister, she undertook 
the journey. The fatigue of travelling was not oppressive, 
and the visit, though it failed to secure the physical advan- 
tages anticipated, afforded great enjoyment and spiritual 
profit. Every two or three days, or oftener, a message of 
some purport was transmitted to one of her friends at Bos- 
ton Spa. On the 18th she says : " I cannot tell you the 
exquisite satisfaction I feel in finding myself surrounded 
by so many of the elegancies of life. When suffering and 
weakness have rendered all exertion a burden, the eye may 
drink in a quiet and most refined enjoyment from surround- 
ing forms of beauty. I am afraid Mrs. M will spoil us 

with kindness and luxuries." 
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"19th. As we travelled from York to Scarbro', I re- 
peated the line, ' I rest beneath the Almighty's shade/ until 
I felt its power and realized something of its sweetness ; 
and in connection with it, there came so beautifully to my 
heart the assurance, ' He shall cover thee with His feathers, 
and under His wings shalt thou trust.' 

" I must try to tell you of the exquisite beauty which 
shone out of a precious promise the other morning. You 
know I had some little perplexities for a few days before I 
left home, but amidst them this was often given me : ' I 
will guide thee.' The morning after I came here, as I lay 
musing on the way in which I had been led, and looking, 
perhaps wistfully, on the future, the promise came in its 
completeness : ' I will guide thee with mine eye.' I can 
but very feebly indicate the depth, the force, and the beauty 
which I saw in the figure. To be guided by the eye of 
another implies deep and constant attention to the expres- 
sion of that eye; a knowledge of its eloquent but silent 
language. That knowledge suggests the idea of filial love 
answering to paternal love. To know Gk>d we must love 
Him. The child watches the expression of its parent's 
eye. He learns its language sooner than that of the tongue. 
It is eloquent with love, with sympathy, with reproof, with 
the assurance of protection from danger, and deliverance out 
of difficulty. It indicates the path to some desired good 
which seemed inaccessible, or it attracts, by its magnetic 
influence, from the alluring snare. Thus it guides him. 
Oh ! to be thus guided ! Always to cherish that spirit of 
watchful filial love which will ensure such guidance ! What 
intimacy it implies between Him who guides, and them who 
are guided ! How full of mingled instruction and encour- 
agement this promise is ! It is as though it said : ' I see 
the pathway. I know its snares. Its good and evil are 
mapped out before me — the real and the imaginary. I 
know both, whatever disguise they may wear, and I will 
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guide thee, gently and silently, with mine eye. No loud 
shout of alarm shall startle thee to a consciousness of danger. 
Love's own voiceless but unerring language shall guide thee.* 

" Evening. Mrs. A , the widow of a minister, has 

been to dinner and tea> She is a woman of great intelli- 
gence, highly-cultivated mind, and deep piety, with a sweet 
countenance and loving heart. I have just been thinking 
what a richness and fulness there is in the blessings God 
bestows upon His children. I see already many spiritual 
blessings which God designs me to reap here, but I have 
been struck with this thought : how richly God is blessing 
my latter days with the fellowship of the gifted and the 
greatly good, and how this is preparing me for a heightened 
felicity in heaven ! I shall meet these spirits again. Our 
converse here has been of heaven, and of tliat glorious re- 
demption which is the theme of heaven's highest song, and 
we shall not forget that when we meet there.'' 

23rd. " How my heart swells and my eyes fill when I 
hear our noble national anthem ! But I heard it to-day with 
a deeper emotion than ever. I thought of heaven's national 
anthem — ^that glorious burst of loyalty and gratitude which 
will rush from every tongue—* Unto Him that loved us, 
and washed us from our sins in His own blood, and hath 
made us kings and priests unto God and His Father, to Him 
be glory and dominion for ever and ever. Amen.' " 

The gratifying and the ominous come into dose contact 
in the communication of the 25th : " I am better in some 
respects. I have less violent and lengthened paroxysms of 
pain. But I am so weak that riding fatigues me very much ; 
and the air swells my throat and makes it uncomfortable." 

On the 26th she was called to experience in a manner 
very extraordinary the efficacy of prayer, the malignity of 
Satan, and the preciousness of our faithful and merciful 
High Priest. "This morning I had a most remarkable 
manifestation of the Divine presence, followed by an equally 
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remarkable conflict with the tempter. Nothing I ever ex- 
perienced bears any analogy to either of them. As I lay 
musing on the wonderful way in which God had enabled 
me, in the period of my most conscious impotence, to be 
of some use to those around me, I realized a sweet spiritual 
influence, an ethereal presence overshadowing and leaning 
towards me, while the following language was as distinctly 
communicated as if I had read it in a book : 'Jesus is near 
you. He knows all about you — all your sorrows, suffering, 
and love. He sympathizes with alL He knows all about 
you. He is very near to you.' The presence departed, but 
the influence remained. I felt no surprise, but my mind 
instantly turned to those incidents of the Saviour's life 
which e3diibit His sympathy most strongly — His love for 
the sisters at Bethany — His peculiar regard possibly for 
that one who sat spell-bound at His feet — His deep anguish 
at the grave of Lazarus — His tenderness to that repentant 
sinful one who anointed His feet — and many others. These 
brought His veritable humanity vividly before me. 

" While I was thus occupied, Mrs. M came into my 

room from family worship, and we spoke of these and other 
circumstances in that wondrous life. She then told me she 
had experienced remarkable freedom in praying for me at 
the family altar, and especially in desiring that Jesus might 
be very near to me. * I saw you so vividly in my mind's 
eye,' she said, ' and I realized so distinctly that Presence 
drawing nigh to you, that I felt sure my prayer would be 
answered.' With tears of wondering gratitude I told her 
of the sweet visitation I had had, and we wept and rejoiced 
together. She then left me, and I began to read the narra- 
tive of the resurrection of Lazarus. Thoughts began to be 
suggested on our conversation respecting Christ's human 
sympathies. Painful feelings arose. It was suggested that 
I had dishonoured the divine majesty of Christ, that I had 
distorted Scripture to make His glorious nature consonant 
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with my own. At first I reasoned against what I conceived 
to be my own thoughts. I had a thorough conviction the 
suggestions were false, that I cherished no Christ-dishonour- 
ing sentiments, not for a moment. I felt that the conver- 
sation and the mysterious commune preceding it, were a 
season of gracious visitation from on high. But why these 
thoughts at which my soul recoiled ? Whence came they ? 
Why did joy and peace vanish before them, leaving dark 
confiision and misery in my heart 9 It is the tempter, it 
was suggested. For a moment I felt staggered, crushed, 
and powerless. My first impulse was to review the ground 
of temptation, but a better one rose instantly, and lifting 
up my streaming eyes and clasped hands, I cried in the 
bitterness of my anguish : 'Jesus, help! I am powerless in 
the grasp of this foe. He is too subtle for me to encounter. 
Pardon my forgetfulness of Thy presence. I saw Thee not 
in the fierceness of the conflict, but Thou art very near to 
me. Eebuke the tempter.' The prayer was heard. Look- 
ing upward, peace and joy returned. But it was some time 
before I dared to look back on that fierce conflict. I dared 
to look no where but to Jesus. 

" On rising to dress, the inauguration of Christ to His 
ministry, when the voice from heaven proclaimed Him, * the 
beloved Son,' sweetly presented itself to my mind, while 
solemnly and impressively the words recurred : * Then was 
Jesus led up of the Spirit into the wilderness to be tempted 
of the Devil.' Oh ! how my heart rejoiced to know that I 
was thus called to fellowship with Christ in His temptations ! 
How sweetly assured I felt of the identity of His nature 
with my own ! 

' He knows what sore temptations mean. 
For He hath felt the same.* 

My frail system has been greatly shaken by this terrible con- 
flict. My hand trembled as with palsy. 

" August 5th. Yesterday morning I spent an hour or two 
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(in bed) very profitably and pleasantly in studjdng some 
favourite passages in the Word of God. How secure I felt 
on the promises ! How all-sufficient appeared the atone- 
ment of Christ ! St. Paul's magnificent song of bursting 
triumph, ' Who shall separate us from the love of Christ,' 
&c,, thrilled my whole soul. It might have been the song 
of the conqueror just sitting down by the side of his en- 
throned Eedeemer, rather than that of the toiling and per- 
secuted Apostle. The hymns beginning : * Entered the holy 
place above,' and ' Kock of ages,' were peculiarly sweet." 

During the evening of the 6th a terrific storm swept over 
many parts of Yorkshire and some other counties. Scarbro' 
experienced its full share of the results, and excellent as was 
the condition of the house in which Miss Hessel found a 
delightful home, she did not entirely escape the calamity. 
On the 7th she writes : " We had a terrible night here, such 
a night as the oldest inhabitant in Scarbro' does not re- 
member. Our house is in a state of comfortable (?) con- 
fusion this morning, every room having suffered more or 
less. Of course I slept none or next to none. The servant 
had the worst of it, for a waterspout descended on her bed, 
Sophia was vigorously employed in her room in removing 
valuables out of the way of the intrusive element. I, 
stunned by the howl of the elements, and not liking the 
streams of water which seemed in rather alarming proximity 
to my bed, got up to join Sophia; but I found my dressing 
table pretty copiously sprinkled, and the matches wet. Un- 
able to strike a light, and not liking to venture an ascent to 
Sophia in the dark, I crept back to bed over a saturated 
hearth-rug, and awaited the dawn of morning, feeling, as 
the storm swept piteously on, it would be some considerable 
alleviation to have companionship. In the morning the 
kitchen carpets were swimming, and other things in a corres- 
ponding state of cheerfulness. The mischief in the town 
is fearful. Queen-street has hundreds of tons of gravel in 
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it, some of which has been forced into the houses. In 
Merchant's-row they are leading away the furniture of some 
of the houses, the foundations are so seriously injured. On 
Belmont-terrace there has been a land-slip, carrying away 
the trees, and blocking up the wall beneath. The wall of 
Lord Londesborough's garden has been washed down, and 
covers the road down to the sands. At Scawby several 
cottages have been washed down, and the inmates have but 
just escaped in their night-clothes. All this we heard from 

Dr. , who has been his morning-round and witnessed 

it. He says the amount of damage is really awful. 

" Mr. Mather and Miss were here to tea yesterday. 

The former brought a quantity of original letters from John 
and Charles Wesley, Mrs. Fletcher, and Joseph Benson. 
They were very interesting. He was very kind. As soon 

as he had gone Miss came to the foot by my couch, 

and kissing my hand tenderly, began a sweet conversation. 
Dear girl, how my heart warmed towards her ! What ter- 
rible discipline she has undergone ! How her eyes sparkled^ 
and the tears gushed, as I spoke of that blessed home of 
the spirit where sin and sorrow are known no more ! To my 
inquiry. Shall we know ourselves when we wake up to that 
new and glorious life ? she said with manifest joy, ' I some- 
times ask myself that question, and fancy I hardly shall' 
We agreed we should remember that night's interview when 
we met in a brighter country — our Father land." 

On Monday, August 10th, she and her sister returned 
home, " neither of us much better for the change physicaUy." 

In the spring of this year she plumed the wing of her 
muse for the last time. It was no bold flight she attempted. 
The absence of loftiness of strain, however, is more than 
compensated, in the estimation of her friends, by the satis- 
faction of witnessing one so near the confines of eternity 
breathing such pure and fervent sentiments. Would that 
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all thus circumstanced were possessed of similar aspirations! 
She designated the composition 

A PRAYER. 

Fathbb in heaven ! my Father I at Thy feet 

I humbly bow, and pray that Thou would'st cleanse 

My heart from secret sin — my spirit purge 

From the low dross of earthliness, and raise 

To purer heights the drooping pinions which 

Too long have swept the dust, and feebly striyen, 

Like a worn captive bird, to soar aloft 

In the bright sunlight, where no gaUing chain 

May mock its freedom. 

Vainly have I striven 
Father ! in my own weak strength, to bring 
Back to Thine altar the sore-stricken heart 
Which finds no peace in wandering. Do Thou draw 
Its deep affections to Thyself, and grant 
They never more may rove. Clear from my eyes 
The mists of earthly love, which all too oft 
ELave risen between my soul and the pure light 
Of Thy calm glory. May I lean no more 
On earth — seek never more to rest upon 
Its thorny pillows, but with upward gaze, 
And fearless trust, lay my weak trembling hand 
In Thine, Almighty Father I and, sustained 
By Thy strong arm, feel Thou dost give me rest. 
Ko more may earthly visions dim the light 
Of heaven's high joys, but may a ray serene. 
From the pure glory of Thy throne, shine out 
On life's intricate path, and gild the gloom 
Of death's dark vale. Thus may I safely reach 
My Father's house ! my everlasting home ! 
And, like a weary child, lie down to rest 
Within His folded arms. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

Woman's inflaence — Hints on the ideal of a true woman — Animad- 
versions on the prevalent training of young women — ^Miss Hessel's 
increasing debility — Last letters to her friends — Self-reproach — 
Miss S. B 's interviews — Spiritual experiences — Death. 

It is one of the gratifying features of our age that the 
subject of woman's position and work is attracting general 
attention. No subject is more worthy. "The greatest 
influence on earth," the Rev. A, Monod justly observes, 
" whether for good or evil, is possessed by woman." In 
the varied relations of daughter, sister, teacher, wife, and 
mother, her influence upon our domestic, social, and national 
welfare, is incalculable. 

What is the ideal of a true woman 1 — a woman who sus- 
tains her various relationships with thorough efficiency ? 
Fully to answer this question would require a volume. A 
few hints are all we shall attempt. 

Her chief sphere, unquestionably, is the domestic circle. 
There to refine and elevate man should be one of her prin- 
cipal aims. 



For contemplation he, and valour formed ; 
For softness she, and sweet attractive grace.' 



In this utilitarian age man is in danger of carrying " the 
principles of his ledger into every sphere of his life," of de- 
grading himself into a mere machine for doing "a, large 
stroke of business," and " making money " rapidly. Let 
this become an actual state of things, and what is the 
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result ? Life is divested of all joy and worth- -.<. thing 
barely to be endured ; and man is divested of all dignity — 
transformed into a drudge, a slave. A vortex is created in 
which not only happiness, but social progress, and national 
stability, are ultimately engulphed. 

Now to woman we must look, under God, for no small 
part of that agency by which such a calamity is to be 
averted. She must not only warn against the risk incurred, 
but unfold the grandeur of the object sacrificed, and, by her 
marvellous persuasiveness, allure and guide. 

Numerous qualifications however, it will at once be seen, 
are requisite to this. Such influence can be exerted by those 
only who have won esteem, and esteem is the daughter of 
admiration. The woman that would sway the mighty in- 
visible sceptre to which man is proud to bow, must not only 
possess good sense — " she openeth her mouth with wisdom ;" 
amiability of temper — " in her tongue is the law of kind- 
ness j" domestic skill and habits, — for what avails it that a 
man has "a handsome property," or " a thriving business," 
or a choice circle of friends, if he has a comfortless home 1 
— some good degree of intellectual culture ; how else can 
she be an intelligent companion? — but above all, correct 
and vivid views of the great purpose of life. She can scarcely 
expect to lift those around her to a higher elevation than she 
occupies j to kindle aspirations in other souls with which 
her own is not fired. Would she witness the gratification 
of the senses subordinated to the culture of the intellect 
and heart 1 — moral worth estimated at a higher value than 
social position 1 — a sympathy cultivated with whatever is 
true and noble and philanthropic ? — ^in fine, would she wit- 
ness in general society a full and harmonious development 
of all the faculties of our nature ? Then must she herself 
exemplify these virtues. The embodiment of universal ex- 
cellence must be her aim. 

u 
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It cannot be too strongly impressed upon the mind that 
the character of a woman's influence mainly depends upon 
the aspect in which she views the great purpose of life. If 
it be viewed chiefly as a thing for enjoyment, the influences 
most welcomed will be deteriorating. If, on the other hand, 
it be regarded as the preliminary period of an immortal 
existence, the future of which is to be determined by the 
present, — ^as supplying mental and moral materials, out of 
which we may construct, and ought to construct, a noble 
character, by which society shall be benefited, and honour 
reflected on our benevolent Creator — then will the aspira- 
tions and purposes cherished be elevating. 

Now it is Christianity only that furnishes right views of 
life j and the surrender of the heart to the love of Christ 
alone can ensure moral strength for the practical embodi- 
ment of those views. Where that is supreme, duties are 
not only seen but felt, and a constraint is experienced which 
impels to their discharge. A power of self-control is fur- 
nished, and the whole character is ennobled and beautified. 
Well might Solomon thus counsel his son : " Wisdom is the 
principal thing ; therefore get wisdom : and with all thy 
getting get understanding. Exalt her, and she shall pro- 
mote thee : she shall bring thee to honour when thou dost 
embrace her. She shall give to thine head an ornament of 
grace ; a crown of glory shall she deliver to thee." "Had 
it not been for religion," a friend remarked to the writer oh 
having read the previous edition of this memoir, " Miss 
Hessel would never have been known beyond a private 
circle. Her powers would have been wasted in frivolous 
pursuits." j^d the observation is just. Beligion exalted 
conscience to its rightful supremacy. Revealing the guilti- 
ness of living for mere amusement or the gratification of 
others, and the paltriness of aims confined to earth, it ani< 
mated her to purposes harmonizing with those of Deity. 
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" All aim at present good; a wiser few 
Look to the future ; but thb wise are they 
Who make the future and the present one; 
The future in the present ever felt. 
And with high destiny attain to both." 

A warning note is needed, in the opinion of many, on the 
prevalent training of young women. Let the now sainted 
John Angell James be candidly listened to on this subject. 
'' How much in modem education is calculated, if not in- 
tended, rather to prepare our females to dazzle in the circle 
of fsishion and the gay party, than . to shine in the retire- 
ment of home. To polish the exterior by what are called 
accomplishments seems to be more the object than to give 
a solid substratum of piety, intelligence, good sense, and 
social virtue. Never was a subject less understood than 
education. To store the memory with facts, or to cultivate 
the taste for music, singing, drawing, languages, and needle- 
work, are the ultimatum with many. The use of the intel- 
lect in the way of deep reflection, sound judgment, accurate 
discrimination, is not taught as it should be; while the 
direction of the will, the cultivation of the heart, and the 
formation of the character, are lamentably neglected. We 
ask not the sacrifice of anything that can add grace, and 
elegance, and ornament, to the feminine character ; but we 
do want incorporated with this, more of what is masculine 
in knowledge and wisdom." In a similar strain writes one 
no less observant and no less worthy to be regarded — John 
Foster. " How much I regret to see so generally aban- 
doned to the weeds of vanity, that fertile and vigorous 
space of life, in which might be planted the oaks and fruit- 
trees of enlightened principle and virtuous habit, which, 
growing up, would yield to old age an enjoyment, 
a glory, and a shade." " Fine sensibilities are like wood- 
bines, delightful luxuries of beauty to twine round a 
solid, upright stem of understanding ; but very poor things 
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if, unsustained by strength, they are left to creep along the 
ground/' To be doomed to the shade in the social party 
for the lack of those accomplishments which enable others 
to shine, is, no doubt, a mortification. To shed a daily lustre 
in the domestic circle however, is an achievement not only 
incomparably nobler, but more valued. We admire the 
meteor, but we prize the sun. Sterling worth will have the 
ultimate advantage over display. 

The biographer advances no claim on behalf of the sub- 
ject of this memoir to perfect womanhood. His knowledge 
of her impressed him with the conviction that she was a 
true woman. And if an aptitude equally for household 
duties and drawing-room refinements ; if a preference of 
solid worth to showy accomplishments ; if cultivated tastes^ 
expansive sympathies, generous impulses, and lofty aspira- 
tions, associated with true modesty, freedom from affecta- 
tion, and enlightened conscientiousness ; if, in a word, a 
purpose to live rather for the sake of imparting than of 
seeking enjoyment, constitute a true woman, it is believed 
that every unbiassed reader will pronounce Eliza Hessel to 
have been such. Who, of the youthful sisterhood, that 
reads these pages, will emulate her virtues 1 Who will not 
only covet, but resolutely strive, to be robed with her 
mantle 1 Why should not I ? let each one ask. 

Let no reader sigh despondingly on contemplating this 
ideal. It was not so much by original endowment as by 
wise and diligent self-improvement, that Miss Hessel ac- 
quired and effected what she did. Thousands have been 
as gifted, and had far greater helps, who have not risen to 
nearly the same mental and moral elevation. This volume 
illustrates the capability of improvement with which God 
has endowed us, for it consists mainly of the fruits of im- 
provement. If only ordinary powers be allotted you — if 
your power of originating thought be feeble, and your 
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vocabulary meagre — remember it is moral rather than mental 
qualities that throw a charm over social life. And these are 
accessible to all. It is strikingly illustrative of the divine 
wisdom and goodness that the most important qualities are 
as accessible to the illiterate as to the educated. Aspire^ 
therefore, after the highest goodness. It is in your power 
to show that life is a blessed gift, and a splendid oppor- 
tunity for a glorious future. Strive benevolently to smooth 
the path of others — to animate them under discouragement 
— to strew fragrant flowers around them. Let them see 
what a noble thing human life may become. Aim to fill 
your sphere wisely and well — to give the utmost satisfac- 
tion — to diffuse the greatest possible enjoyment. Deserve 
to be valued and commended, whether or not you are. Be 
a real, whether or not an acknowledged, benefactor. Pro- 
pose to yourself a model, and let it be no less exalted than 
that adopted by Miss HesseL Idfe will then furnish to you 
matter of unutterable and unending joy and praise. 

" Many," says an American writer, " live for what 1 
Ask them. For nothing. Their lives are the sport of what 
is around them. life to them is a mazy web-work of cir- 
cumstances. They fix no mark at which to strike. They 
run and gain no race. They have nothing in particular to 
be or do, and hence are and do nothing in particular." 
" Would we do good to the world 1 Then let our characters 
be formed after the most perfect pattern within our attain- 
ment ; for character is the most powerful instrumentality 
within our possession. It is not so showy or noisy as 
wealth, or station, or fame, but it is more grand and vigor- 
ous in the silent tread of its march among human hearts. 
Power chiefly rests in the things that are least bustling and 
noisy. The world looks upon the lightning as it leaps from 
the cloud upon the tree, and splinters it in atoms, as a 
strong expression of power ; but not a tithe so powerful is 
it as that electrical vigour, which in silence spreads the 
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earth all over with flowers, and fruits, and herbage, and 
holds in its still grasp the worlds that play their game of 
grandeur in the blue sea above us." 

The number and pressure of your domestic duties, some 
of you may think, interpose a barrier to your culture. 
Miss Hessel had her share of these, and they were not neg- 
lected. "The right discharge of my domestic duties," 
she says in a letter dated Sep. 10th, 1855, " leaves me but 
little leisure, and I should be very unhappy to neglect these 
for literary pursuits, seeing that my highest aim is not to 
win for myself the notice of the public, but to build up a 
monument of usefulness-to make my life a noble and 
useful one — to build well * both the seen and unseen parts.' " 
She wisely sought to convert these duties into aids to im- 
provement. " The longer I live," we have seen she stated, 
" the more am I impressed with the hidden value of these 
little things which make up the sum of daily life — ^their 
adaptation to aid in that process of self-education, mental, 
moral, and religious, which we ought to be conducting." 
Let the resolve she elsewhere records, be equally cherished 
and exemplified by you, and you shall realize ultimate 
success. "I have resolved, by God*s help, to weave my 
web of life as best I can out of the materials around me." 
Be content to wait for the realization of improvement. AD 
sterling excellence is a growth. " Say you that you have 
not time — not time to think ! " exclaims the writer just 
quoted. " How can you help thinking ? Your mind is 
active, ever active. All you have to do is to direct it to 
proper objects, and into proper channels, and it will cultivate 
itself Whoever forms a resolute determination to cultivate 
his mind will find nothing in his way. Everything will 
minister to his progress. Teachers will gather round him 
in numberless hosts. The air will breathe notes of instruc- 
tion, and running brooks give him lessons of wisdom. The 
bee, the worm, the bird, the rock, the cloud, the ocean, the 
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heavens above him, will read him lectures on science. Light 
and darkness, heat and cold, every thing in nature, will 
gather round him with a voice of instruction. We can 
walk a life-time amid all these things and get no instruc- 
tion. But as soon as we begin to look for it, it begins to 
oome. Learn this truth, young man and woman: Where 
there is a tmll, there is a way." 

Young women, a noble work — a work of almost match- 
less grandeur is assigned you. You may prevent incalcula- 
ble evils, personal, domestic, social, and national. You may 
secure incalculable benefits for your households and your 
country. The destinies of both are largely in your keeping. 
Live at the elevation whence your privileges, duties, and 
responsibilities are clearly seen. Live under the influence 
which their realization will create. Then, not the present 
only, but future generations, shall rise up at the last day 
and call you blessed. 

We have seen what were Miss HesseFs sentiments and 
purposes amid the activities of life ; we are now summoned 
to observe the views and feelings with which she could 
watch the approach of death. 

The hope that summer would pour invigoration into her 
frame was doomed to bitter disappointment, and chilling 
fear as to the issue was acquiring the ascendant Obviously 
increasing weakness permitted no alternative. On the 18th 

of August she writes to Mr. F , " I am trying whether 

writing with a pencU is as hurtful as with a pen. I have 
regretted deeply my inability to maintain my correspondence 
with you, and with many other Mends. But the day is not 
£a>r distant when the children of the kingdom shall sit down 
together and enjoy personal communion." 

On the 26th she says to Mr. W d, " Mr. Hornby has 

just been to see me. I had a delightfcd conversation with 
him, although I could only whisper. He seemed to think 
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me near to the waters of Jordan. The last few days I have 
felt the silver cord to be gently loosening. I have had a 
ride with Mr. Heape this afternoon. It is very kind of him, 
for I cannot walk, and I much enjoy riding now. How 
beautiful this world looked, but the autumn tints are ap- 
pearing. I, too, felt like the fading leaf, but a voice 
whispered, 'I am the resurrection and the life.*" 

To Mrs. W she says, on the 27th : "My strength is 

very much reduced, my appetite poor, and my cough no 
better. I feel now that I hold life by a very slender tenure, 
and yet He, in whose hands my breath is, may see fit to 
prolong that life for a while for purposes which must be 
wise and good. My visit to Scarborough was made a great 
spiritual blessing to me. I met with some choice spirits, 
chosen in the furnace of affliction ; and I found the commu- 
nion of saints precious indeed. I am astonished at the 
goodness of God in the kind friends with whom I every- 
where meet. I feel so unworthy of the tender loving interest 
which I everywhere find. May Gk)d reward them ! 

"I thank you for all your tender love and sympathy. 
Think of me ever as dwelling beneath the shadow of the 
Almighty — resting on the Eock of Ages — feeling the atone- 
ment to be so rich and fall and all-sufflcient — ^realizing 
Christ to be the power of God, as well as the wisdom of 
God — ^the former especially, in my weakness. In health I 
loved to contemplate Him as the wisdom of God, and by- 
and-by I shall resume that contemplation with nobler 
powers, and behold Him face to fiice.'* 

Her last communication to the biographer was in pencil, 
about the close of this month. " I am not so well as when 
I last wrote. I have been suffering from diarrhoea, and a 
few days ago had a slight hemorrhage from the lungs, caused 
by a sharp, sudden cough. It was evening. Mother was 
alone with me, and was greatly alarmed, as the pain in my 
chest caused me to swoon. I begin now to feel my strength 
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decrease. Indeed I may say with David, ^My days are 
like a shadow that declineth, and I am withered like grass.' 
How blessed to be able to say also that God is the strength 
of my heart, and my portion for ever ! " 

On Sept. 2nd she writes to Mr. W 1 : " I should like 

to tell yon something of my experience of the power of that 
religion which I have found so precious during my long 
affliction, but I have not strength. Does it not seem strange 
that enfeebled mental powers — shorn vigour of intellect — 
should be apparently the necessary prelude to that glorious 
awakening of the soul to a stronger and higher life ? But 
with all this conscious mental feebleness, how glorious to 
feel that the realization of that nobler life is nearing— that 
when a few more conflicts are over, this enfranchised spirit 
shall be introduced to fellowship with Him, ' in whom are 
hid all the treasures of wisdom and knowledge.' Until 
then my spirit rests in firm but lowly trust on that great 
atonement which is the only ground of my hope. 

" And now, my friend, farewell ! It is not likely that I 
shall be able to write you again, but I shall be glad to hear 
from you. My parting prayer for you is that you may long 
live to be a true and faithful ambassador of Jesus Christ ; 
'giving no offence in anything, that the ministry be not 
blamed ; but in all things approving yourself as the minister 
of God .... by pureness, by knowledge, by long- 
suffering, by kindness, by the Holy Ghost, by love un- 
feigned ; by the word of truth, by the power of God, by the 
armour of righteousness on the right hand and on the left ; 
by honour and dishonour ; by evil report and good report." 

On the 10th she pens the last lines her much-beloved 
brother was to receive. What a rush of mingled emotion 
would heave his bosom as he read her request to banish 
sorrow for her ! Is not the beautiful and truthful epitaph 
she selected engraven on his heart i How sweetly will 
those lines ring music through the chambers of his soul. 
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and those of her numerous friends, for long years to come ! 
" Your letter of June 10th came safely to hand on the 6th 
instant, and I once more attempt a reply. It is a great 
e£fort, but I feel wishful to send you a few lines while I am 
able. I am glad to hear such a favourable account of your 
health and circumstances. I trust you will always have 
cause to be satisfied with the step you have taken. Much 
as I now feel your absence, and often as I long to see you, 
I feel that your present position is best. And this recon- 
ciles me in a great measure to the separation. 

" I have nothing cheering to state respecting my health. 
* My days are like a shadow that dedineth, and I am with- 
ered like grass.' Latterly, the record of each day has been 
the same unvarying tale of restless, weary suffering — ^a con- 
stant pain in my side, aggravated by my cough, and every 
change of position. But it is a great mercy that my nights 
are generally pretty good. The doctor does not recommend 
my going from home again* He says I shall lose rather 
than gain by any change at present. I have considerable 
variation of feeling and some spiritual conflicts, but under- 
lying all this a deep peace, a consciousness that I am going 
home — ^that a nobler and truer life will soon burst upon me. 
And while I feel this life to be a precious gift, which, were 
it restored, I should value f&t more than I have done, I am 
satisfied that my Father's appointment is best. Sometimes 
I have joyful anticipations of the approaching realities of 
the unseen world. Do not think sorrowfully of me when I 
am gone. Let this be my epitaph in your memory : 

*By the bright waters now thy lot is cast. 
Joy for thee, happy one ! Thy bark hath past 

The rough seas foam ; 
Now the long yearnings of thy soul are still'd. 
Home 1 Home ! Thy peace is won, thy heart is fiU'd, 

Thou art gone Home.' 

How precious the word of truth has been to me in my 
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affliction ! How rich and fiill the promises ! How all- 
sufficient the atonement ! " 

Early in October the writer proceeded to Boston Spa. It 
was deeply affecting to witness the inroads disease had made 
upon that interesting form. It seemed prostration personi- 
fied. The conviction was irresistible — ^the bond of earthly 
Mendship was soon, to all appearance, to be sundered. 
Her debility and oppression at the chest debarred conversa- 
tion on his first interview. On the evening of the next day 
however she was able to converse with greater ease, and her 
resignation to the Divine will, her calm trust in the Atone- 
ment, and her bright hopes of immortality, were expressed 
in a way deeply affecting to him. Never shall he forget the 
peculiar and mingled emotions with which he heard the 
tones of that voice which seemed to be already heavenly, 
utter — with a countenance radiant with calm joy, difficult 
as was respiration, — those blessed portions of Holy Writ : 
'' This corruptible must put on incorruption, and this mor- 
tal must put on immortality. So when this corruptible 
shall have put on incorruption, and this mortal shall have put 
on immortality, then shall be brought to pass the saying that 
is written : Death is swallowed up in victory. O death, 
where is thy sting 1 O grave, where is thy victory ? The 
sting of death is sin ; and the strength of sin is the law. 
But thanks be to God, which giveth us the victory through 
our Lord Jesus Christ." — " For I am persuaded that neither 
death, nor life, nor angels, nor principalities^ nor powers, nor 
things present, nor tMngs to come, nor height, nor depth, 
nor any other creature, shall be able to separate us from the 
love of God which is in Christ Jesus our Lord." — It was a 
scene worth travelling far to witness, and worthy the pencil 
of the most distinguished artist. 

What but Christianity, it is natural to ask, could have 
supplied such a picture 9 Let the sceptic tell us it is a de- 
lusion. If it can inspire the dying and the survivor with 
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sach emotions — ^if it can thus irradiate the gloom of the 
sepulchre, we may be justified in saying : Welcome ! thrice 
welcome ! to our habitations and our hearts. It was only 
such a life, however, that could have furnished such antici- 
pation of death. 

There were many invaluable lessons to be learned by the 
visitor to that sick room. There were instructions eloquently 
mute. But those blanched lips had words to utter besides 
those expressing confidence, and joy, and praise. However 
bright the prospects of future blessedness, the intelligent 
Christian cannot suffer the past to be absorbed in the future. 
Nor can the holiest saint review the past without more or 
less of regret and self-reproach. In the light of a near eter- 
nity Mias Heasel discovered many things which awakened 
such feelings. But there was one she felt constrained to 
mention. What was it, reader? It related to the later 
period of her life as much as to the earlier. Of course it 
was not a moral obliquity. What then was it ? The writer 
could not have supplied the answer previously to her com- 
munication. He believes that not one of her friends could. 
It was what indicated her knowledge of the magnitude of 
the Divine claims, and her profound conviction of their 
righteousness. ^^ The greatest bane of my life," said she, 
with great solemnity, " has been the love of praise." 

There is a praise we may all righteously covet — ^a human 
praise. That however comes as a result rather than a direct 
object of pursuit. She felt that praise had been pursued by 
her for its own sake, as food for pride. Some readers will 
probably regard her feeling as purely morbid. Light enough 
is reflected from the sacred page however, to satisfy those 
who rightly regard its authority, that error is with them 
rather than with her. While the moralist regards oo^iom 
only as matter for personal praise or blame, the intelligent 
Christian regards his motives as determining his moral char- 
acter. These, therefore, are the chief subjects of his scrutiny. 
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In the fature world, if not in this, it will be made appa- 
rent that to seek human rather than Divine praise is justly 
to merit Divine displeasure. How admonitory upon this 
subject is the punishment of Herod recorded in the Acts of 
the Apostles ! Miss Hessel's feeling -arose from a vivid per- 
ception of the justice of rendering " unto God the things 
that are God's." Would that every reader could be persua- 
ded deeply to ponder her impressive utterance ! 

The afternoon of the following day brought the hour for 
parting, and the parting was regarded as final. And so it 
proved ; for though she survived longer than appeared prob- 
able, the writer was prevented experiencing the melancholy 
pleasure of another interview. With surprising calmness she 
said : " It appears to me as if we should soon all meet again." 

An instance of the ruling passion strong in death exhibits 

itself in a note to Mr. W d, dated Nov. 3rd : " You 

must know that a grand truth flashed on my mind yesterday 
with a force of conviction I never before realized. It was 
this, that if I could write, it would stimulate even my en- 
feebled mind to habitual trains of thought both profitable 
and elevating. After closing my hasty note, I remembered 
that I meant to say such and such things, and regretted I 
had neither time nor strength. This led me to think on 
themes which made me feel : Oh ! that I could write down 
my thoughts ! Writing I have always believed to be the 
best means of drawing out the powers of the mind." 

The last product of her pen, it is believed, is a note to 
Miss Harris, who was about to sail for Sydney, to join her 
sister, Mrs. William Hessel. It is dated Nov. 6th : " Until 
a few days ago I have not had a pen in hand for more than 
two months, and little able as I am to wield one now with- 
out suffering, I feel impelled to try. 

" During the summer I have been getting weaker and 
thinner, and am now but the shadow of my former self. 
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About three weeks ago I stood, to all human appearance, on 
the very margin of Jordan. It seemed as if just beyond 
were the gates of the New Jerusalem, when suddenly, I be- 
lieve in answer to the prayers of many friends, the distress- 
ing symptoms abated, and I came back to breast awhile 
longer the waves of life. I am much better, and though for 
the most part confined to my room, I do sometimes get down 
for an hour or two, and am carried up again. My doctor 
and my Mends think now I shall get through the winter, 
and some anticipate my recovery. For myself I leave it 
with Him who has hitherto ordered all things well, and who 
now encircles me with loving-kindness and tender mercy. 

"My best wishes attend you, dear Fanny. I hope you 
will have a pleasant and prosperous voyage. May the 
Eternal God be your refuge, and underneath, the everlast- 
ing arms." — So the last record she makes is the utterance 
of a benevolent desire for the welfare of another. 

"Of my own feelings," writes her oldest and dearest 
friend, " when I first knew the nature of dear Eliza's sick- 
ness, I must not speak. It was to me a sad, a terrible sur- 
prise. Shortly after her return from Scarborough I spent 
a few days with her. The Sabbath was a bright, genial 
September day, so warm and balmy that Eliza proposed a 
short walk. ' Let us,' she said, ^ once more enjoy together 
the lovely view that has so often charmed us.' She leaned 
on my arm, and ' with feeble steps and slow ' we went to- 
wards the river's side. An angle of the lane soon brought 
us in sight of the winding Wharfe, with its undulating 
background and border of willows. Her heart bounded with 
deUght. ' How beautiful ! ' she exclaimed. ' Ah ! Sarah, we 
have had many a joyous ramble together here. I think we 
have come in all moods, have we not ? Every turn of the 
river, and every nook and glade, seem somehow associated 
with our friendship. The harmony and beauty of this scene 
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have often influenced our heart-communings ; and we have 
made high resolves, — alas ! too often unfulfilled. What a 
beautiful world this is ! I admire it none 'the less because 
I am going to leave it. This wiU, I think, be our last 
walk together.' I said, ^ Oh ! Eliza, I cannot bear to think 
you will not recover. You will be restored to us yet.' 
' Don't deceive yourself, dear Sarah,' she repKed, ' I shall 
not recover, and I want you to think and talk about my 
future as I do. This short respite of sufifering has been 
kindly given in answer to prayer, that I may prepare more 
fully for heaven.* * Is there, then,' I asked in deep sorrow, 
^ no human skill that can reach your case. Has God sup- 
plied an antidote for every ill but this 1 ' * There may be an 
antidote for this also, and science will bring it to light some 
day.' * Yes,' I said, when those we most love have fallen a 
prey.' ' Well, it must be so. If my Heavenly Father sees 
I can serve Him best in my death, shall I not cheerfully 
acquiesce)' Seeing the pain it caused me, she at once 
changed the subject, talking pleasantly and even playfully 
on passing events, criticising new books, &c, 

" As we were passing the chapel on our return, she with- 
drew her arm from mine, and leaned upon the gate that 
looks into the adjoining cemetery. ' Is not that a peaceful 
resting-place 9 ' she said. ' I have chosen my grave there,' 
pointing to the spot where her remains now lie. ^ Our 
family vault is in the churchyard, but I have a wish to be 
buried among my own people — the people with whom I 
have worked and worshipped.' 'I think, Eliza,' I said, 
*you would be almost disappointed if you were to recover.' 
She checked me at once : ' O no, Sarah, don't misunder- 
stand me. If I were this moment to receive an assurance 
of life and health, I should enter into life's duties and en- 
joyments with much more zeal and zest than I ever did be- 
fore. How much better would I serve my Ood ! Yes, I 
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love life, but Gbd calls me to give it up, aod may I not serve 
Him thus V 

" My next visit found her very feeble. She was not able 
to come down stairs. My last visit was'a few days before 
her death. Her sister tried to prepare me for the great 
change I must observe, but when I entered her room the 
sight of that loved form so emaciated, so death-like, com- 
pletely overcame me. I was unable to speak for grieC 
' Don't, dear Sarah, don't' she said, with a hollow voice, 
gasping for breath. ^ Think of heaven, home, rest — ^heaven, 
home, rest,' and a smile was on her lips, as if the thought 
of these eclipsed all her suffering. I said, ' Oh ! Eliza, this 
is a sad blow to me ; I felt as if you were promised to us 
until spring.' 'You surely would not detain me so long,' 
she replied. ' It is very selfish, I know, but you must for- 
give me,' I rejoined. * The loss will be mine, not yours.' 
* But,' added she earnestly, 'you must not think our friend- 
ship ends here. It will only be suspended for awhile, to be 
consummated in heaven.' 

" The effort to talk exhausted her and brought on cough- 
ing. She expressed a hope that in the evening she would 
be able to converse. Evening brought with it, however, 
such a sensation of drowsiness that she could say but little. 
Next morning she sent for me early, and we had much con- 
versation. She spoke earnestly of the consolations of the 
gospel, of the fulness of grace in Christ, and of the joys of 
heaven. She repeated those verses entitled 'Libera nos 
Domine* (we had learnt them together), written on those 
sublime petitions of the Litany : 

' In all time of our tribulation ; in all time of our wealth ; in the 
hour of death, and in the day of judgment, 

Chod Lord, ddwer tu.* 

On this verse, substituting the singular for the plural pro- 
noun in the ninth and eleventh lines, she particularly dwelt : 
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' But there's a tide remains at last 
To pass when all the rest are pass'd. 

And deep to deep prdclaims afar 
That death's dark billows mighty are. 

Yet Thon, who mightier art to save^ 
Did'st cross that Jordan's parted wave, 
And bear into the land of rest 

The graven jewels on Thy breast. 
Where Thou hast trod I too would go, 
For there no floods can overflow. 
With me in the waters be. 

Libera nos Domme.' 

" On leaviDg her I said : ^ Shall I, may I, come and see 
you again, Eliza V 'I think not, love,' she replied. * My 
times are in His hand. If I should rally once more I will 
send for you ; if not, remember we meet in heaven.' " 

A few incidents of her closing days have been communi- 
cated by one of the most intimate of her Mends. 

Early in December she wished to write to her brother 
once more, — a solemn, sad fEirewelL But it was a vain 
effort. The willing hand, that had penned so many thril- 
ling, loving thoughts, was too tremulous. The pen she had 
wielded so well must be laid aside for ever. On reading 
the letter about to be sent, in which, of course, her suffer- 
ings formed a prominent topic, she said : " Ah ! how differ- 
ent a letter I should have written ! Mine would have been 
a psalm of thanksgiving for my mercies." 

Thus did she ripen for heaven. Her views on the import- 
ance of love to the person of Christ acquired an unwonted 
definiteness. She often spoke of the indwelling love of 
Christ ; and the deep, soul-stirring expression of it in John's 
Grospel yielded her unfailing delight. She had, however, 
seasons of gloom ; her suffering seemed to darken, occasion- 
ally, her spiritual vision. But the gloom was never more 
than a passing .cloud. Usually she enjoyed bright sunshine. 

X 
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The tedium of confinement was at first a severe trial to 
her ever active spirit. She would sometimes say, in reply 
to sympathizing inquiries : " I feel the toilsome journey's 
length," adding the prayer : 

" JesuB, my Saviour, look on me ! 
For I am weary and opprest. 
I come to cast my sonl on Thee ; 
Thou art my rest. 

Look down on me for I am weak ; 
I feel the toilsome journey *s length ; 
Thine aid omnipotent I seek, 
Thou art my strength.** 

The whole of this beautiful hymn was often repeated by 
her, and proved a rich solace. The two following verses 
admirably expressed her experience : — 

** Vain is all human help for me^ 
I dare not trust an earthly prop ; 
My sole reliance is on thee ; 
Thou art my hope. 

Thou wilt my every want supply 
E'en to the end, whate'er befal ; 
Through life, in death, eternally, 
Thou art my All." 

The view she had long cherished of heaven as a home, 
became now more than ever sweet. The joy she antici- 
pated was not sensuous, it was such as springs from a fuller 
knowledge and a keener appreciation of the grandeur of 
truth, and the beauty of holiness. 

Conscious of daily increasing weakness, she expressed a 
wish to partake once more of the memorials of our Lord's 
death. A few relatives and Mends joined her in communion. 
The thought that to one it was indeed a last participation, 
gave a profound solemnity to the service. Never will it be 
forgotten by those present. 

Her sympathies still went forth towards all sufferers. On 
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Christmas-day, when the usual festive fare was placed before 
her, she said playfully to her mother : " If you wish me to 
enjoy my Christmas-dinner, you must let me share it with 
and ," naming two poor persons who were in- 
valids, " for they have no one to provide nice things for 
them." Their dinners were accordingly sent. 

Severe as were her sufferings she seldom dwelt upon 
them. At first, a paroxyism of pain would prompt the in- 
quiry: " Why is this necessary ? " But afterwards, when a 
friend, in great distress at witnessing her suffering, asked : 
" Why is this permitted ? " she quickly answered : " Ah ! 
there is a needs-be for it all. There is a hidden* reason 
which I shall soon know. And this I know already, that 
my Heavenly Father will not afflict me more than He will 
give me grace to bear." She then spoke of fellowship with 
Christ in suffering, until her cough obliged her to cease. 

Shortly after this, her Sabbath scholars, having expressed 
a desire to see her, were admitted to her room. While their 
young hearts throbbed with sorrow, she spoke to them, 
calmly and earnestly, of her loving Saviour, whom she 
urged them all to find. 

Early in January, she said to one who had loved her long 
and well : " All my wishes are now fulfilled. I wished 
to live over the New Year's tea-meeting, because my death 
would have cast a gloom over the rejoicings. I desired also 
to receive one more letter from William. The Australian 
mail has arrived, and here is my brother's letter. How kind 
my Heavenly Father is ! " 

It was a great comfort that she had friends constantly 
near, whose kindness was unceasing, and who deemed it a 
privilege to minister to her. Thus, when no longer able 
to read, precious books were read to her, and daily was 
she favoured with Christian communion. Newman Hall's 
"Mind and Words of Jesus" was a constant source of com- 
fort After her daily portion had been read, she would say : 
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" Now I want some drops from the fountain," pointing to 
her Bible. "How precious are the words of Jesus!" I 
never saw their full meaning as I do now." 

About the middle of the month she suffered acutely from 
internal local inflammation, during which she was unable 
to lie down for twenty-four hours. " This must be death/' 
she said ; and then inquired how long it would be ere mor- 
tification would ensue, and death result. After a pause, 
she added : " The nearer it comes, the less fear I have." 
Towards the dose of this period she said to her affectionate 
sister : '' I thought more was being laid upon me than I 
could bear, and that Grod had forgotten His child. But it 
was only a momentary thought." She was scarcely able to 
converse, but the uplifted eye and the expression of en- 
treaty on her countenance indicated the severity of the 
struggle. 

On the 22nd she remarked to a friend : "Since the dis- 
ease has changed, and my weakness increased so greatly, I 
have felt little shrinking from death ; but no desire to die 
that I might escape suffering. I am in the Lord's hands. 
He will come in His own good time." 

• The day following she was too feeble to converse, and 
seemed to be patiently waiting for her summons. The next 
day was the Sabbath. An evident change had passed over 
her, and she again thought her release at hand. Her 
mother, who had watched over her with a mother's love, 
was by her side. Throwing her arms around her neck, she 
exultingly exclaimed : " Mother, I am going, I am going 
home ! Glory ! Glory ! " 

During the day she suffered much from oppression. The 
evening brought relief however, and with it refreshing sleep. 
When asked if she had been delivered from fear, she replied : 
" Yes, from all fear of death ; " and referring to her feelings 
in the morning, at the prospect of its near approach, added : 
" I enjoyed such a sweet sense of going home for some 
time." 
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Her utterances now became fewer and feebler, but they 
attested her steadfast hope and unwavering trust. 

On Wednesday the 27th she entered the dark valley, 
but not alone. While precious promises were being re- 
peated, she joined: ''When thou passest through the waters, 
I will be with thee;" and when the 23rd Psalm was read 
she said with deep feeling : " He is with me." Seeing her 
mother weep, she said in a tone of deep affection : '' Mother 
don't cry ; I am going home." 

Sorrowful watchers bent over her couch that night. The 
busy world heeded not that an angel had come down to 
bear away in triumph a glorious redeemed spirit to the 
bosom of its God But so it was. The night wore on, and 
for a time she slept. The inspired description of the New 
Jerusalem had been read to her, and on awaking, her mother 
said ; " The pearly gates will soon be open." " They are 
open, mother," she earnestly replied ; and again she slept. 

Thus did life ebb out. It was well-nigh gone, when with 
great distinctness, she said slowly : " Salvation is by faith." 
It was her dying testimony to the doctrine that had sus- 
tained and blessed her, — her watchword at the gate of 
heaven. A period of unconsciousness ensued. Then one 
bright momentary gleam as the invisible was revealed, and 
the spirit fled. 

" Her*s was another morn from ours." 
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From the London (Quarterly) Review. 
" The poHrait of Miss Hesael is composed chiefly out of fragments 
detached from her correspondence ; and a very lovely picture it is." 

From tJie Literary Gazette, 
*' Eliza Hessel was possessed of strong intellectual tastes, and a 
lively poetical sensibility. She was an able, sterling, but thoroughly- 
controlled woman. The book is full of interest and deserves a wide 
circulation." 

From the Sunday School Teacher's Magazine. 
'* This memoir was well deserving of publication. No thoughtful 
reader can iail to be benefited by such a record of sanctified talent, 
and to our young female readers we especially recommend its perusal." 

Fi'om the Church of England Monthly Review, 
"This is one of the best books of its kind we have ever fallen in 
with. Miss HesseVs aspirations were very lofty, and her reading was 
large and varied. Hence a breadth and liberality characterize these 
Memorials. Altogether we deem this a very hearty, homely, health- 
ful work, and think it calculated to effect great good." 

From the Evwngdical Magasme. 
" It is long since we read a memoir of this class with deeper in- 
terest. We wish we could induce young women who desire self- 
improvement to read its deeply-interesting pages." 

From the Christian Witness. 
** This is a very beautiful narrative of female life, which both sexes 
will read with satis&ction. It is of a &r higher order than the bulk 
of female biography. It is rich in its references to great men and 
their writings, and abounds with excellent critical observations. But 
its chief daim is the exalted strain of piety which pervades it." 

From the Wesleyan Magaxvne, 
"These Memorials exhibit superiority both of head and heart. 
The biographer aptly remarks of Miss Hessel that ' by aiming earn- 
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of all her relationships, she exhibited a combination of excellencies 
too generally dissociated.' He draws the picture well, and it is one 
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